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THE ROMANCE OF BIOGRAPHY. 



CHAPTER I. 

EOMANCB AND REALITY. 

A CHARMING writer tells, in one of the sweetest and most 
sliadowy of all modem parables, the story of a marvellous 
magic mirror. When it came into the hands of the 
student it seemed a very ordinary thing ; but as he gazed 
upon it, it appeared soon to suggest the wonderful affinity 
existing between a mirror and the imagination. For, 
somehow, objects regarded in a mirror always acquire 
a strange and weird unreality. As we look, there is some- 
thing that seems to fascinate us. We should like to live in 
that room — the room in the mirror — if we could only get 
into it. Suddenly, one day, while the student gazed, the 
enchanting form of a lady entered the room in the mirror ; 
the student turned and looked in his own room —there was 
no such form there ; then from day to day her visits were 
constant to the room in the mirror, never to the real 
room. He was a poor student (students are usually poor), 
but now he laboured constantly to furnish his own poor 
room, that he might make it look more pleasant and 
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lovely to the lady of the mirror. Ah ! if he conld but 
attract her glance! if from the mirror she would but 
notice him ! for as yet she was quite unconscious of his 
presence. Well, in good time she noticed him, and then 
came another ambition to the student — if he could but 
attract her from the mirror to his own room! This 
also was done, and the lady came, and the student pos- 
sessed her; but her first words were an entreaty that the 
mirror, through which she had first been beheld, should 
be shivered. Is it a foolish fairy story ? It is neverthe- 
less true. That mirror is the imagination. Forms seen 
through the imagination, how divinely beautiful they 
are ! how the imagination drapes them, exalts them, pre- 
sents them through an unreal atmosphere, and in an 
unreal habitation ! We lay ourselves out to gratify the 
creatures of our own imagination. The lady of the 
mirror is the creature of the imagination. Looking into 
the chamber of the mirror, aU that we see of the forms, 
and shapes, and scenes of the distant and the dead has 
that in it which was not in it ; and how usually it is the 
case, that when the ideal of the imagination is realised 
and made ours, when we possess it, the ideal is destroyed, 
the mirror is shivered ! 

This is said in no injustice or bitterness of feeling ; for 
there may be a good deal of false sentiment when we say 
the ideal wiU not bear the touch of the real. This is not 
always true, although doubtless usually so. Nothing 
purely intellectual seems able to bear the contact of the 
present ; things, places, and persons disappoint us. The 
imaginative temperament is always wanting to be exactly 
where it is not. If in London, it would be in Paris ; and 
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if there, on the Rhine, or floating down a canal in Venice ; 
or it would hire an old palace in Florence, or be drinking 
sherbet in the Yallej of Sweet Waters bj Constantinople; 
it wonld be in Edom, in Tadmor, in Delhi. Even so ! but 
it is no sooner arm-in-arm with realitj in one of these 
places, than it longs to be elsewhere. The neitt morning 
it wakes up and finds a certain grim character bj the side 
^who has kept company so many years, and who will not 
leave, and whose name is — Myself. I cannot escape from 
myself. This is monotony. We are constantly seeking to 
fly from the present ; we* live in a future existence or in a 
past. This, as we remember, has been the definition of a 
savage : ^'a being who has no past and tio future." Hence 
the remote and the unattainable are romantic so long as 
they are remote and unattainable; hence ''a ship," as 
Emerson has said, " is a romantic object to those who 
behold it from the shore, not to those on board." 

Thus our souls have two hemispheres. On the one side 
all is real, all is hard — ^what we call practical; on the 
other side ideal, tender, beautiful. Man is not all of 
earth, nor is he all of spirit. Some things in Hfe seem 
hard as iron, inexorable grooves — ^things nominated in the 
bond, the absolute, the irresistible, and inevitable law from 
which there is no escape. Such is reality. 'Beneath the 
power of these things man becomes servile, his nature 
narrows. On the contrary, there are moments in life 
when the ideal and romantic proclaim themselves in 
man. We are all ideal when we are in love. Moments 
there are, it may be thought, in the experience of every 
man when he lives in another worid. Into "eveiy habita- 
tion surely sometimes enters the hallowing influence of 

1—2 
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the Oyer-sonl. There is, sajs Garlyle, the last scene of a 
comedy in every marriage, the last act of a tragisdy in 
every deathbed. If the walls of rained old honses could 
speak, they would utter forth the burthen of ballads and 
romances. In that room they caroused for the wedding. 
In yonder chamber little eyes first opened, and looked out 
upon the light. Down those stairs the proud young hus- 
band led his feeble young wife just coming back again to 
the world from her time of danger. Up those stairs the 
strong and tearful father carried the wasting form of his 
shawled, hectic young daughter, wasting in consumption 
in her young beauty. In this room the cofl&ned body was 
stretched out for the funeral. These are the circumstances 
which hallow all homes, and, commonplace as they seem, 
they wake within all bosoms the sense of the unusual, 
the affecting, the pathetic, the awful. 

When we speak, therefore, of the romance of biography, 
we imply the law of human individuality, the law of 
human freedom. Man is not a bundle of dynamic forces, 
bound round by a great hoop, or tied in by a great rope of 
necessity ; and biography is rich in illustrations showing 
that man is a soul — a free and living soul. 

That omnivorous reader and pleasantly suggestive writer, 

Francis Jacoz, has a pleasant paper, ^'Too Strange for 

Motion; Not Too Strange to be True," the purpose of 

which is to endorse that oft-quoted saying — , 

" Trath is always strange^ 
Stranger than fiction ; " 

and among several less known he takes two singular in- 
stances — ^very opposite ones. Sir Walter Scott, remarking 
at length upon the career of Colonel Blood, closes by say- 
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ing, '^ Such were tlie adyentnres of an individnal whose 
real exploits, whether the motiye, the danger, or the 
character of the enterprises be considered, eqnal, or rather 
surpass, those fictions of violence and peril we love to 
pemse in romance." And then Mr. Jacox refers to another 
most romantic life, and to the remarks of John Newton 
npon his own experiences, '^ That repntedlj hard and severe 
divine was in love once upon a time, and in those days he 
used to go all the waj from London to Shooter's Hill, 
in order to look towards the part in which the future 
Mrs. Newton then lived ; not that he could see the spot 
even after traveUing all those miles, for she lived far 
beyond the range of vision from the hill itself; but it 
gratified him, he assured a friend in after-life, to be able 
to so much as look towards the spot, and this he did 
always once, and sometimes twice a week. *■ Why,' said the 
friend, ' this is more like one of the vagaries of romance 
than real life ! * * True,' replied Mr. Newton, * but real life 
has extravagances that would not be admitted to appear in 
fh well- written romance ; they would be said to be out of 
nature.' " 

One of the sweetest of all the tales of Tieck is that called 
the Elves. He describes two villages separated only by a 
narrow stream. On this side the people of the ordinary 
and every-day world pursued their tasks of labour in the 
fair kingdom of the actual and the prosaic. On the other side 
of the river, beyond or within the dark, grim-looking clump 
of firs, separated by so slight a boundary, lay the kingdom 
of the ideal and poetic — ^the place wherein, although so 
dark to the outer eye, everything assumed new forms. 
There the mighty metal king laboured with his gnomes 
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and dwarfs* There waa the realm where the inhabitants 
conld w^ very far, althongh it seemed they lived in the 
most narrow circle* There was the glorious king of birds ; 
there, haUs 9I wonderful palaces, and gardens of undreamt- 
of beauty. . There, however ungraciously regarded by those 
from the othei^ side, was a happy centre from whence were 
sent/. forth streams of fertilising beauty, making the 
neighbourhood prolific by the labours of the happy Elves. 
Even thus it is with all of us. The two kingdoms are 
very nef^r to each other ; and so it ha9 happened that the 
mind, of man in all ages has lived in a world of romantic 
dream-Ughts, and his mythologies and superstitions all 
bear testimony to this — ^how he robes round cold, material 
laws ai^d pircumstances with shapes, influences, and events 
of beauty and of terror. And yet it frequently happens, 
that the people of the sober land of prose never step 
across the bridge into the kingdoms of romance and 
poetry ; although it is nevertheless true that all life is 
related to these two. On the one side, we are a part of 
the palpable, the actufd — a seen world, a hard world of 
mathematics and arithmetic, of cold and chilling conven- 
tionaliiy and formularies, of law and conservatism ; we 
walk about like men and women cased in armour: we 
wear a chain ; we are bound to our village on the near 
side of the river. We will not hear a word said in favour 
of the suspicious dwellers in the windy village beyond the 
clump of firs. They are restless gipsies; they are 
unpractical dreamers; they are vagabonds of doubtful 
character ; they have been known to treat money disre- 
sx>ectf ully ; they boast of an eye and an ear which reveal 
to them tones and sights beyond the outer eye and ear I 
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And yet, mock as we .maj at these people, we are doselj 
related to them ; thej are of the same race as OTirselves ; 
we all liaye sympathies which amaze ns when they are 
revealed to ns ; we are perpetually prying into nnknown 
lands of thought and affection ; we visit in our dreams 
and onr desires foreign shores ; in the most illiterate of 
ns there is not only a taste for bread bat for books ; we are 
haunted by ideas ; we die or become miserable for want of 
companionship ; we make love and become intoxicated by 
an unpossessed fancy or idea ; not having gone to church 
for years, and never thinking about religion, we find, 
when grief comes to our house, some strong hand presses 
us down, and we fall upon the floor and pray ; we cry and 
rave over dead bodies and we love our children to madness. 
What is the meaning of all this P How near we all are to 
the kingdom of the Elves ; a little stream only separates, 
and we often cross it ! A soul is within us, and it will not 
own, certainly it will not confine itself within, the limits 
of the merely conventional, the fixed, and the defined ; it 
ever seeks to leap over the limits of the knowable, and 
scarcely acknowledges itself to be a stranger even there, 

I am about to devote these pages to the task, in which I 
shall indulge myself, of repeating some truths I regard as 
important, and some tales and anecdotes which seem to 
me very pleasant, because they all tend more or less to 
illustrate the freedom of man, and to show that he is not 
simply a mere " series of sensations," and that we need 
something other, than "Heat considered as a Mode of 
Motion," to account for the powers and properties of 
the human soul. 

What is romance ? — the romantic P It is human indi- 



/* 
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vidualitj; our first impressions are* that it is a temi 
restricted to the ages of cbiyalr j, to the life of pastoral 
poetry, to classical times. What do we mean by it P The 
wild and wonderful, the adventurous and the strange — ^the 
deeds of Tancred, or Einaldo and Tasso, or the gentle 
knighthood of Spenser's Fairy page. What a power 
romance was when Arion came floating on the famous 
Dolphin before the people of Teenarus ! It is thought, 
however, that romance is far away from the deeds and 
days of real life. In our reading of life wB are like many 
other wonder-seekers in their way of reading nature, men 
who seem to go through the world asking fiature to be 
good enough to do some little miracle for their own 
private and personal satisfaction. We see no miracles 
now-a-days ; why wiU not nature let off a rocket or two 
just to oblige us ? There are those who intimate that they 
would rather patronise the idea of God and be a little 
religious, only really nature must do a little miracle or 
two! Just as if all life were not transcendental 
and perfectly unaccountable. Such persons forget 
all the time that miracles, ordinary and extraordinary, are 
always happening, and that to him " who is wise and will 
observe," even " he shall understand " that signs and 
wonders come not once in an age, but every day in every 
age. Even so with life-romance, as we call it ; it is of 
every day's happening. I define the elements of romance 
to be the unusual, the distant, and the wonderful, and it is 
very clear that many events may be very wonderful and 
unusual, although their scenery may be very near ; and 
this is true, that the power to be affected is the main cause 
of our sensations, of our sympathy with the great and the 
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startling. The man wlio is not thrilled bj the roar of the 
wind through the pine-forest over his English village will 
not feel the thrill and march of any mountain melodies, 
whether amidst 

" The cork-trees hoar that clothe the sunny steep/* 

whether they shake amidst the firs and avalanches of the 
Alps, or hang over his head the sand-piUars of the desert. 

" We receive but what we give. 
And in our life alone doth nature live." 

After all, all music is in ourselves ; our hearts furnish the 
chords and the true instruments, and givd to us the whole 
orchestral effect. The circumstances of man change move 
than he changes; what we conceive of as romance is 
simply unlikeness to our surrounding, our environment, 
our times. We walk amidst the ruined cloisters of the 
old abbey ; the wind whistles down the aisle, sighs over 
its grass-grown courts. *' Ah ! " we say, " Romance was 
here, amidst cowled forms ; romance followed those echo- 
less feet from pillar to pillar." Not so. It was to them 
an unvarying and monotonous existence — ^lif e set in a rigid 
and iron rim and ring of circun:istance. Or you seek out 
old castle ruins in your solitude ; you go from moat to 
keep, from turret to dungeon. " Here," you say, " here 
was romance ; here was a wild life ; here was an uproar 
of excitement and existence." Not more so than in yours. 
It is the Over-soul that makes the life in peer and peasant, 
cot and castle ; and in the old, frowning, manchilacted 
habitation of feudalism, rearing its chambers over tho 
village, the monotonous man found monotony, and nothing 
more. There is the romance of old chambers, old houses, 
queer old rooms, and secret wainscots, where a ghost seems 
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to whisper along every panel, and the shadow of a legend 
liciS on every floor ; there is the romance of old cities, with 
queer, qnaint houses of many gables — old cities like Ghent, 
or Bruges, or Nuremberg, or Florence, or Venice. Their 
very names, says Victor Hugo, have a sound as when we 
hear the order. Ground arms ! and the clash rings on the 
pavement. So, at the very name, all the vivid life of old, 
starts shadowy and spectral before us. But be those scenes 
near or distant, be they palaces or cottages, all ought to 
have the power to stir within us the sentiment of humanity ; 
and all, as Emerson says, " go to show that the soul in man 
is not an organy but animates and exercises all the organs ; 
is not a function like the power of memory, of calculation, 
or comparison, but uses these as hands or feet ; is not a 
faculty, but a light ; is not the intellect or the will, but is 
the master of the intellect, and the will is the vast back- 
ground of our being, in which they lie — an immensity not 
possessed, and which cannot be possessed. A man is the 
fcLQode of a temple wherein all wisdom and good abide. 
What we commonly call man — ^the eating, drinking, 
planting, counting man — does not, as we know him, repre- 
sent himself , but misrepresents himself. Him we do not 
respect; but the soul whose organ he is, would he let it 
appear, would make our knees bend." 

Some lived blaze along their own time or age, then pass 
under a total eclipse, and then emerge again into sing^nlar 
light and splendour. In an old number of the Qtuirterltf 
Beview there is a story of a picture which still adorns the 
walls of Strathfieldsaye, the seat of the Duke of Wellington. 
A great many years since, when the wars of Napoleon had 
thrown all Europe, as well as France, into commotion, a 
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Mrs. Forbcs» whose bnsixijess it -was to pick up old curio- 
sities and articles of veriu^ went into a shop in Paris, at 
wbick she sometimes made pnichases, to inquire the price 
of a dingy old pictnre ; it was five francs. Mrs. Forbes 
was fond of baigainSy and she said it was too mnch, men- 
tally resolving, as it afterwards transpired, to call the next 
day and purchase the din^fy old thing. But the next day 
Sir Colin Campbell, an aide-de-camp and friend of the 
Duke of Wellington, was caught in a shower of rain, and 
took shelter in this yery old curiosity shop. Sir Colin had 
a fancy for old .pictures, and was somewhat of a judge of 
theuL Our dingy old friend attracted his notice too ; he 
inquired the price ; the shopman, beginning to imagine 
that it was, perhaps, of a little more value than he had 
supposed, asked eight francs. , Sir Colin paid doMm the 
money, and the picture was sent home to him. Next, he 
sent for a picture dealer of some eminence; he got it 
cleaned and renovated, and both agreed that it must be 
the work of a very old master. But the thing was to 
trace its history. It had been sold to the owner of the 
shop by some monks for an inconsiderable trifle ; before 
that, as was proved, it had belonged to the French Govern- 
ment ; it had been got rid of in the time of the Bevolution ; 
finally it turned out to be a portrait of Edward the Black 
Prince, and was supposed to be the only one he ever sat 
for. The circumstance created a great stir: Sir Colin 
was ofEered eight hundred napoleons for the picture, which 
he refused. A deputation from the French Government 
waited on him to represent that this was a Government 
picture ; they had no objection to give him any remunera- 
tion, but he must relinquish his prize. He stoutly refused 
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to do SO, declaring that it was a fair purchase on his part, 
and they had no right to deprive him of his property. 
Then the French Goyemment called upon the English 
Goyemment to interpose, and the English ambassador 
waited on Sir Colin with no better success than the French 
officials ; so they had to giye up their point. Sir Colin 
retained his picture, and he shortly after presented it to 

the Duke, and, as we haye said, it still adorns the walls of 

• 

Strathfieldsaye. It is not only the history of a picture, but 
a parable, too, of many a famous story, recited with admira- 
tion, treated with contempt and ignominy, lost in a cloud 
of dust, renovated and retouched, set forth in a new and 
splendid and glittering frame, and hung up to renewed 
admiration until again the dust of time shall gather over 
it, and, ages after, some other Sir Colin shall perform for 
it a like service. 



CHAPTER n. 

THE SHADOWS OF UNWRITTEN LIYBS. 

• 

Some few years since, in pulling down an old house in 
Gloneestersliire, there was discovered between the walls a 
secret chamber. It was quite evident that several genera- 
tions had passed away since any one had entered the room ; 
it was a ra'de, cheerless, comfortless apartment enough. 
There were a poor mattress, a stool, and a table ; on the 
table lay an open Bible, a lamp, and a pair of spectacles. 
No doubt was entertained that the room had been pre- 
pared for, and tenanted by, some one of the brave sufferers 
for the rights of conscience; but who had last slept on 
that bed, or sat on that stool before the table — ^f or whom 
the little lamp had last been trimmed, who had last opened 
that old Bible, no tradition or memory preserved the 
faintest record ; whether it were man or woman, whether 
spared by the soldiery, or saved to a life of peace and 
tranquillity, no one could know. It was just one of those 
cases of which one would have wished to know a little 
more, to take a peep behind the deep black curtain, to 
ask a few questions, as who ? why ? what ? how ? But 
there was no kind of life- writing ; so all was a vague 
dreamland, and conjecture. " He died and made no sign " 
— so do most men. 
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The slmdow of an Tmwritten life fell oyer that table and 
across the room. The being, whoever he was, that had 
last read or slept there, left, in some sort, a vague trace 
behind, a trace difficult to decipher. Yet, such as it was, ^ 
in its vagueness, such also would be the state of our 
ignorance of each other — our ancestors — ^but for the pen 
of the biographer. "We should everywhere be haunted or 
met by the traces of humah footsteps. Nowhere should 
we be able to meet a written record. Our wHole world, 
without the information afforded by letters, is like a 
deserted room ; the ancient inhabitants have all departed 
— ^have left a lamp, a book, a glass — ^no more. If Cadmus 
had not given to us letters, cities — with all their inven- 
tions, ruins, palaces, and temples — ^would be like hiero- 
glyphic characters without a key. Biography is the key^ 
to history. Yet, every one, too, leaves a kind of written 
life behind him. What a man does is his life ; and every- 
thing one looks on is the writing down", in stone or iron, 
in the felled forest, or the drained meadoW, or the grange, 
or the farm, or the mansion or palace, of some kind of life. 
Houses, cities, kingdoms, laws, literatures, and civilisations 
are biographies, life-long struggles, anxieties, groans, tears, 
and rejoicings. Each man in the world writes his life and 
leaves it behind him ; few take the trouble to spell it out, 
but there is no life of iany kind that has not a rich iliterest 
in it. Every life is historical, and all history is human ; 
and to humanity all things human are profoundly touching 
and interesting. Man is compelled to have regard for 
his brother man ; sometimes he shows it by reading light 
and frivolous tales or highly- wrought fiction ; sometimes 
by his interest in dramatic exhibition, or in poetic narra- 
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tion, or in historic development, or in philosophic specu- 
lation; but everywhere the subject of most intense 
interest to man, is man himself. 

Biography forms the museum of life. Well-written 
lives are as well-preserved mental fossils, and thej sub- 
serve for us the purpose of a collection of interesting 
petrefactions ; thej illustrate the science of life ; the j are 
the inductions of moral anatomy. A biography presents 
to us frequently more than we could possibly gain if the 
hero of it were alive to converse with us. All that we 
see of the living man is animal; the written life, the 
published letters, the journal, the conversation, fre- 
quently admit us to an acquaintance with his motives, 
his mind, the secret mainspring of his character and ex- 
ertions, and unless it does this for us it might as well be 
the life of a camel or a cow. But no life of any human 
being can be altogether sensual; there must be in the 
very meanest life some gleanings of spirit, and we pre- 
serve these. The degree in which the really human, the 
mental life of a man, is preserved to us, is the gauge of 
its value as a biography. These are what give precious- 
ness to the life so long as it is breathing and moving with 
us; and the interest of the graphic sketch of personal 
history arises from the development on its pages of the 
life, in its principle and its method. If the hero of our 
biography does not live out before us on the page; if 
we cannot see a man, a reality ; if we have only a collec- 
tion of sentences and dates, the names of things, and 
persons, — ^if this is all, we may amuse ourselves as 
profitably with that interesting monthly, a railway time- 
table. 
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We have said that biography is the mtiseam of life; 
but its being so to ns depends altogether upon the spirit in 
which we ent«r npon the study of it. By most persons 
lives are read without motive, without discrimination; 
they lie within the library of the brain, like the bones in 
Kirkdale cave, before Buckland, or those in the Paris 
Basin, before Cuvier. No study has been so entirely 
without classification and arrangement ; innumerable 
narratives have perhaps been read, and to any one the 
reader has been, and is, unable to assign a character. 
Would the effort be wholly futile and vain to attempt 
a comparative anatomy of biography, to arrange the 
worthies of humanity in groups, not so much with re- 
ference to the mere pursuit in which they were engaged, 
or the region in which they moved, but rather with re- 
ference to the more subtle final distinctions which gave a 
character and bias to their minds, and determined their 
influence on society? At present, the venerable and 
vile, the worthy and the worthless, the mean and the 
magnificent, lie heaped and huddled in promiscuous 
neighbourhood. The mention of biography only suggests 
to the mind the idea of a vast pyramid of conglomerate 
marble. In the cementing cells may be seen pre- 
served the pens of poets, the swords of statesmen, the 
garters and coronets of kings, yet all confused and in- 
distinct, like fossils, but partially developed in the 
polished stone. And the probability is, that, as we have 
seen in museums and collections of natural history, the 
most common — ^not to say the most worthless — attracts 
the most attention. What numbers gather round the 
glass cases where Monsieur Scarabeus is pinned, with his 
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briglit purple or green shield, so rich and gaudy ; or that 
other still more attractive case where, all silent and wave- 
less, but most glittering in vermilion and gold, are the 
plnmes of Monsienr Papillon. Now if jon went to such a 
company, and, lifting yonr hand, pointed to the bones of 
some hnge ichthyosauri entombed in limestone, or of some 
gigantic megatherium, they would excite less wonder, and 
be less the objects of observation. Those vast bones, in- 
deed, illustrate the past condition of our planet ; they are 
the representatives of extinct dynasties of creatures who 
walked the land and swam the flood in ancient times, of 
which only the wrecks have been preserved to us. But 
the sight of these wonders would only excite, as you 
narrated the story, some "Eh!" "Oh!" "Bless me!" 
"Ah!" "Yes!" "Indeed!" from our friends in the 
museum ; while Scarabeus, the beetle, and Papillon, the 
butterfly, from their glittering colours and neat shapes, 
would receive unbounded attention. Thus it is with the 
lives of men ; we know least of the most worthy— the 
lives of the Titans of our race in a few pages, the lives of 
the dwarfs in innumerable volumes. 

It is with biographies as with tombs ; they often give 
no real index to the characters or lives they seek to com- 
memorate. " Tombs," said the witty old Thomas Fuller, 
" are the clothes of the dead. A grave is but a plain suit, 
and a rich monument is one embroidered." " He was a 
witty man," he continues, " that first taught a stone to 
speak, but he was a wicked one that taught it first to 
lie." Stni, we need not wonder that biographies or 
tombs commemorate the least worthy or noble of our race, 
or of their actions. 

2 
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Tkis is not strange. Dante, ^ke weird and f earfnl poet, 
who, in the Middle Ages, wrote with such terrible earnest- 
ness, that, in that snperstitions day — ^the dread imagina- 
tion painting the terrible portraits of the Infernal World 
— ^mothers when they met him hushed their babies on 
their breast, and said, '' There, there ! that is the man 
who has seen hell ! " — Dante put the matter, of which we 
speak, in a tolerably clear light. When dining once with 
the Grand Duke Delia Scala, the fool, the buffoon of the 
court, was making infinite amusement for the company^ 
with merry antics and mimics. The Duke was pleased, 
and turning to the great singer Dante, thus expressed his 
surprise : ** Why, now, this is strange, that this poor fool 
should be thus entertaining, should have so many clever 
things to say to us to make us laugh ; while you, Dante, 
have nothing to say : you do not make us laugh. This is. 
strange ! '* 

''Not at all strange, your Highness," said the poet; 
** not at all strange ; ' The like to the like.' " 

Dante Bossetti has set this incident to the music of his 
verse : — 

" There was a jester^ a foul lout« 

Whom tiie court loved for graceless arts ; 
Sworn scholiast of the bestial parts 
Of 8i>eech ;. a ribald mouth to shout 
In folly's homy tympanum 
Such things as make the wise man dumb. 
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Much loved, him Dante loathed. And so 
One day when Dante felt perplexed 
If any day that could come next 

Were worth the waiting for or no. 
And mute he sat amid their din, 
Cau Grande called the jester in^ 
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" Bank words with such ore wif s best wealth. 
Lords mouthed approval ; ladies kept 
Twittering with clustered heads ; except 
Some few that took their trains by stealth 
And went. Oau Grande shook his hair. 
And smote his thighs and laugh'd i' the air. 

" Then, facing on his g^est, he cried, 
' Say, Messer Dante, how it is 
I get out of a clown like this 
More than your wisdom can provide.' 

And Dante '. "TU mem* 8 ancient whim 
That still his like seems good to him,' " 

And here, then, is the reason why of some of the most 
noticeable of our race we know absolatelj nothing ; 
while of others, in whom we now feel no interest, we 
have the chronicle of almost every moment of their life. 
Certainly, the greatest lives are the most retired from 
general sympathies. The life of the many is passed in 
action ; and, therefore, the intrignes of courts and diplo- 
matists, the roar of a park of artillery, and the bustle of a 
siege — ^these, and events like these, must be far more in- 
teresting than even a night at the "Mermaid" with 
Shakespeare, Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, for guests ; 
or a day on "Windermere with "Wordsworth, Wilson, 
Coleridge, and De Quincy, for companions. 

To many eyes, then, biography would appear the 
chronicle of ingratitude, the record of selfishness. Men 
often seem to combine in themselves two characters ; but 
this is the first glance, for men are always consistent 
with their ruling passion, and especially those men who have 
dared to act upon a large stage, before the eyes of men, for 
the obvious aggrandisement of self. The apparent incon- 
sistency results from not looking sufficiently beneath the 

2—2 
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surface of the cliaracter. Walpole, in the " Memoirs of 
the Court of George 11./' gives to ns a curious account of 
the Cardinal Bemis. He had been elevated to the Vatican 
and to the French Ministry through the interest of 
Madame de Pompadour ; through her also he amassed 
benefices to the amount of £14,000 a year : yet he who 
had not scrupled to receive benefits from the mistress of 
the King, whose flatteries had obtained the greatest, and 
whose conscience had stooped to owe to her interest the 
first dignities of the Chutch, grew at once to be con- 
scientiously ungrateful and absurdly arrogant when ho 
put on the hat of the cardinal. He refused to wait upon 
her in her apartment, and to communicate in the dignity 
of the purple with a woman of so unsanctimonious a cha- 
racter. "The world," says Walpole, "laughed at his 
impudent pretences, and she punished them. He had not 
enjoyed his dignity long before he was served with a 
lettre-de-cdchet, and ordered to quit Paris for his bishopric 
the following morning." This cardinal appears strangely 
to have " strained at gnats while swallowing camels." 
But we can easily conceive that there was no inconsistency 
with himself in this — he was obviously a most selfish and 
unscrupulous man. To cast from beneath him the ladder 
by which he mounted appeared to him probably the most 
ready way to more ambitious schemes. But he had not 
mounted a sufficient height, and in attempting to fiing down 
the ladder, he fell himself. But the cardinal was only an 
illustrative instance of a large class of persons with whom 
it is a virtue to despise the pioneers — ^they scorn those who 
have paved the way. 

" Your Highness," said GolumbuSi "may believe me, 
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that the earth is far from being so large as the ynlgar 
admit. I was seven years at jonr rojal court, and during 
seven years was told that my enterprise was a folly. Now 
that I have opened the way, tailors and shoemakers ask 
the privilege of going to discover new lands." It is not a 
Bemis alone that is nngratefol and forgetful — the most 
valuable of the labourers for humanity have met with 
similar disregard. Men follow, as rapidly as they can, the 
bent of their own passion, mindless of the aiding hands by 
which they have been lifted to happiness or power. Yet 
in the pages of the truly- written life, it is not difficult to 
decipher the history of the worthy character ; it is not 
difficult to separate, in the promiscuous assemblage of 
names, those of men who have well and truly served the 
world, from those of men who only officiate as priests at 
the altars of vanity and cupidity. 

Biography sets down, even at best, but a very slight 
portion of what was lived— so much passes and makes no 
sign : " what man knoweth the things of a man save the 
spirit of man which is in him ? '* We often feel the 
charm of noble fictions like those of James, who, however 
popular it may be to speak of him with contempt, yields to 
no writer in power to transfer the sympathy and the 
imagination instantly to old scenes and characters and 
events. His " B»ichelieu,'* and " Henry of Guise," and 
" De rOrme," and other such pieces, are of the finest 
Bomances of Biography, in which the dead facts of old 
history are presented clothed with living flesh, and men 
and events are made to live beneath the spell of the 
resurrection of a great imagination. Thus there pass 
before us the shadows of unwritten lives. 
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Memory is impressive, by the transfusive power of asso- 
ciatioii, in old chambers from which have passed all traces 
of the scenes which made the site memorable. There is a 
room in the Louvre through which I have often passed 
and often sat, feeling that the power of association has 
made it very impressive ; it is that on the lower basement 
approaching the galleries of ancient sculpture, and it is 
now call the SoMe des Caryatides. It is a vast and noble 
hall, the figures round it supporting it, and also giving it 
it& designation. While engaged in casving one of them, 
Jean Goujon, the distinguished French sculptor who 
wrought them all, was shot, on the night of St. Bar- 
tholomew. In this haU the League held its sessions or 
parliament, in 1593 ; and here also, the year following,, 
the Duke of Guise caused four of its more distinguished 
members to be hung ; in this hall Henry IV. was married 
to Marguerite, his first wife, and here, after his assassina- 
tion in the street close by, the body of the same prince 
was brought ; when years had rolled along this hall be- 
came the theatre of the Palace, and Louis XIV., sur- 
rounded by his Court, was the spectator of the pieces of 
Moliere, the great author himself being one of the actors. 
This is a tolerably varied succession of incident to find 
grouped on one piece of ground, and that by no means 
very large. The impressions of circumstances abide, 
although the scenes depart. One of the most impres- 
sive places in old Paris is the Place Royale — now more 
frequently called the Place Vosges. That old square 
always seems haunted by a throng of ghosts of the Guises, 
the Montmorencies and Montpensiers, the old days and 
people of the League. What plots and schemes went on 
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there of i&lse women and hard, ambitions men! And 
Malmaison, singular and ominons name for a house, most 
always retain its memories. Perhaps when we hare taken 
into account all the stupendous earthquake incidents in 
the life of the first Napoleon, the memories hoyering 
round this spot, the favourite residence of the Empress 
Josephine, will in their romantic colouring equal any. 
That is a curious little incident that is narrated, to the 
effect that when Josephine sent for the notary to draw up 
the necessary documents for their marrii^, here the notary, 
whose name was Bigindeau, said to the lady, '* You are a 
great fool, and you will live to repent it ; you are about to 
marry a man who has nothing but his cloak and his 
sword." Napoleon heard this, he was in the next room, 
but he took no notice of it until years had passed away. 
On the morning of his coronation in Notre Dame, how- 
ever, when he himself placed the crown on the head of 
the Empress Josephine, he sent for the notary, and said, 
" What say you now, Bigindeau, have I nothing but my 
cloak and my sword ? " And this was the first intimation 
that either notary or Empress had that his warning had 
been heard. Here, in Malmaison, were passed Napoleon's 
purest, happiest days, with Josephine ; here that separa- 
tion took place, the story of which is one of the most 
touching and tragic events of history; the pathos, the 
overwhelming grief of that circumstance reads like one of 
the most highly wrought scenes of poetic and dramatic 
action. From this spot, impelled by insatiable ambition. 
Napoleon went forth after his divorce from Josephine to 
contract his marriage with Maria Louisa of Austria. It 
is singular that from the time of his separation from 
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Josephine his suii declined, as from the time of his con- 
nection with her his fortunes had steadily advanced. 
Here, at Malmaison, Josephine continued to live, still 
the great soldier's true wife and best friend ; here, 
broken-hearted, she died, and she is buried in the little 
village of Bueil close by. And, as if an avenging f&te 
followed him, it was in Malmaison that the Emperor spent 
five days after the Battle of Waterloo, and before his final 
departure from France. And singular, too, as the stranger 
looks upon the kneeling monument of the Empress in 
the little church, and her two children Eugene and 
Hortense, the mother of the second great Napoleon Louis 
(their monuments are both here) — singular it is to remem« 
ber that it was not his Austrian wife who brought any 
perpetuity to his name, but his first and his honoured 
wife, Josephine. 



CHAPTER III. 

GLIMPSES OF THE MENTAL LIFE. 

Another of the uses of biography is, that its pages are the 
indnctions of mental and moral science. They are, to the 
student of hnmaniiy, what the battery is to the electrician, 
and the retort to the chemist. It is from reading the lives 
of other men that we become best acquainted with our own. 
Erasmus, when his guardian desired him, at the age of 
seventeen, to enter a monastery, replied, *' No, I will not. 
I neither know what the world is, what a monastery is, 
nor what I am myself. I shall continue a few more years 
in the school, that I may become better acquainted with 
myself." In like manner, in the study of biography, men 
become acquainted with the motions and structure of their 
own minds. A well-written life, which presents to us the 
entire picture of a mind, unclasps to us the sealed volume 
of our own inner history. Sometimes the works of a man 
form his best mental autobiography, as in the case of 
Montaigne. More frequently we have to wait until the 
tomb has closed over him, before we are permitted to take 
an inventoiy of the interior of his mind — that solemn 
i*oom where none besides himself and the Deity can enter. 
One pre-eminent value of the written life is, that it gives 
to us glimpses of that solemn chamber, the laboratory of 
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the life. Tliroiigli that cliamber moved all the fejitastic 
shapes and tragic forms of the imagination. What pro- 
jects and plans ; what pieces of mental architecture ; what 
struggles ; what hopes ; what defeats ! This was the hell 
where conscience pronounced her verdict, and uttered her 
f ulminations ; the camera obscura of the soul ; — ^yet there 
fell the gleams of the cloud-realm ; the phantasms of the 
understanding danced and played there ; rainbows, meteors, 
lightnings, and auroras commingling or raying out their 
likeness on the mystic apartment. Now, biography does 
little if it does not admit you there ; if you are not per- 
mitted to see the psychologic features of the pcartrait. Very 
much of biography is dimply the holding up the dial-plate 
of the watch, and inferior writers possess only the power 
to do this, unless the subject of the memoir has done much 
himself. But every man has a mainspring to his cha- 
racter, and we wish to see this, and how it was set in 
motion. We wish to see how all the intricate machinery 
of wheels was held in harmony and consistency ; how all 
the passions, like tributary wheels, obeyed the ruling 
master-motion of the soid. Without this insight, how is 
it possible to know a life ? Yet, without it, much of our 
biography is written-^written less to reveal than to dis- 
guise. 

In painting, we can easily discover the character — the 
warrior is known by his sash or his helmet ; the apostle 
by his rags, or his halo ; the Madonna by the circle ; and 
the angel by his wings. Lanzi, in his *' History of Paint- 
ing," observes that ^'a lai^ landscape of Poussin or 
Salvator Bosa ia seen in half the time it takes to examine 
even a small one by Claude, since the small ose embraces 



JOHN F06TIB: A P8T0HOLOOIGAL POBTBATT. 27 

80 many objects, and admits so ample a perspectiye, that 
a spectator almost anticipates the &tigues of a long 
jonmey." Thus we shall ever find it with the stndy of 
human character. Some men seem to be known at a 
glance, some only after a long survey. Warburton 
says one great canse why it is so difficult to judge of per- 
sons in general, '* arises from that obscurity which is 
thrown over the character, through the contest and the 
strife between nature and costume, reason and appetite, 
tmi^ and opinion." And Horace Walpole expresses sur- 
prise that in writing men's Uves, biog^phers so frequently 
become enamoured of their subjects. *' One would think,*' 
he says, '^ that the nicer inquisition one makes into the life 
of any one, the less reason we should find to love and 
admire him." But perhaps this is seldom the case ; and 
this is the testimony of one accustomed only to the darker 
aspects of human nature. Much of our antipathy to every 
character would' cease, if we were permitted accurately 
to survey the foundation parts of its personal life and 
history. 

One of the most interesting and curious of modem psy- 
chological portraits is the life of John Foster, the essayist. 
Everything that he did of a literary nature was as* much 
tinged with his own individuality as Montaigne's writings. 
' All his essays are mental memoirs. He accustomed his 
eye to be ever looking within his own soul, or analysing 
the mental life of those persons with whom he was brought 
into association. Unlike Montaigne, therefore, he is not 
racy, cheerful, and garrulous. He is rather like a mental 
dissector, and he sometimes lays bare character with the 
merdlessness of a moral Miajendie; But few lives are so 
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rich in instruction of every kind, for it is tlie picture of a 
self-made mind ; and the reader sees how the course of 
education went on ; how the objects of nature, and the 
peculiarities of human character, were all noted and placed, 
where, when the time came, they might be made avail- 
able for mental use. It is so much more interesting to 
notice the activity of mind than of mere person, that 
this hermit becomes exceedingly interesting to us. Ho 
lived in what many would consider a very monotonous 
world; but to him every place was interesting, because 
suggestive ; and you are permitted to see this in reading his 
journal, published long after his death. You see how 
much the man lived, how he diffused himself over every 
object, and absorbed back all into his proper mental being. 
Again, let the reader ponder the following random selec- 
tions from that journal (never intended for publication, 
but rather a mental Index Berum), 

**218. I am not observing, I am only seeing, for the 
beam of my eye is not, charged with thought." 

*' 267. I have seen a man, a religious man, press his foot 
down repeatedly on a small ant-hUl, while a great number 
of the poor animals have been busy on it. I never did 
such a thing, never. Oh, Providence ! How many poor 
insects of Thine are exposed to be trodden to death in 
each path ; are not all beings within Thy care ? " 

" 292. This soul shall either govern this body, or shall 
quit it.*' 

** 324. I compare life to a little wilderness, surrounded 
by a high dead wall. Within this space we muse and 
walk, in quest of the new and the happy, forgetting the in- 
superable limit, till, with surprise, we find ourselves 
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stopped by the dead wall ; we tnm awaj, and muse, and 

walk on again, till, on another side, we find ourselves 

close against the dead wall. Whichever way we turn — 

still the same.'* 

''371. An old stump of an oak, with a few young shoots 

on its almost bare top. Analogy : Youthful follies growing 

on old age." 

''372. A little pool, amid a barren heath, shining re- 

splendently in the morning sunshine. Analogy: Talents 

accompanied with moral barrenness — i.e., indolence or 

depravity." 

" 416. {Of an extraordinary depraved child,) I never saw 

so much essence of devil put in so small a space." 

" 606. 's memory is nothing but a row of hooks, to 

hang up grudges on." 

" 607. One of the strongest characteristics of genius is 
the power of lighting its own fire." 

" 789. Spent part of an hour in company with a hand- 
some young woman, and a friendly little cat. The young 
woman was ignorant and unsocial. I felt as if I could 
more easily make society of the cat. I was, however, 
mortified and surprised at this feeling when I noticed it. 
It does, however, seem to be in our nature — at least 
in mine — that, unless our intercourse with a human being 
can be of a certain order, we had rather play awhile with 
an inferior animal. Similar to this is the expedient one 
has often had recourse to, of talking a large quantity of 
mixed sense and nonsense to a little child, even to an in- 
sensible infant, perhaps, from finding the toil, or the 
impossibility, of holding rational intercourse with the 
parents." 
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'^ 705. Deliglitfnl reverie on the idea of an angel living, 
walking, conversing with one for a month. Month of 
ecstatic sentiment ! What prof onnd and incnrable regrets 
for his going away." 

" 602. (Said of a lady wlw infa/numsly spoiU her son — a 
most perverse child,) She will have her reward ; she cidti- 
vates a nightshade, and is destined to eat its poisoned 
berries." 

Thns we obtain a glimpse of a mind. The sentences 
quoted are like shafts of light running through the pages. 
Such sentences are the finest pieces of life-painting. They 
are the features of the person. All the letters of Foster 
are interesting, because, with occasional flatulency of ex- 
pression, they are the records of volitions, feelings, remi- 
niscences, and thoughts. 

One interesting letter may be cited, addressed to a lady 
whom the writer had not met since she was fifteen years 
of age ; when the letter was written she was nearly sixty. 
It, too, is an illustration how constantly he was haunted 
by a painful sense of his own individuality : — 

" My Dear Old Friend, — For it is a long time to look 
back upon since the friendship was young. I was exceed- 
ingly gratified at receiving your letter, dilatory as I have 
been in acknowledging it, and as I am in everything I 
ought to do with despatch. It was a strange and pleasant 
surprise to see at the end of it the name of Fanny Purser. 
It gratified me that the said Fanny Purser shoidd, through 
so wide an interval, have remembered ijae with so kind a 
feeling as should have induced her to write to me. This 
feeling was excited by the mere sight of the name, and it 
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became qniie animated as I read the friendly eentiments 
expressed in. the letter. I conld not have flattered myself 
that I had been so well, so long, and so kindly remem- 
bered. Dear Fanny, it is troly a very cordial, as well as 
unexpected, gratification. What a distant retrospect, and 
how many remembrances and associations ! Your excellent 
parents — Henry Strahan — ^Mrs. Sutler— oar talks and 
amusements — the places and change of habitation — ^your 
brother a boy — ^yourself a girl, hardly fifteen, perhaps, the 
last time I saw you. Of you I can only haye one image 
in my mind ; and I am thinking and wondering what 
would be the difference if the present reality were to 
appear before me. It really does seem strange to think of 
Fanny as a g^randmother. It would be interesting to hear 
you tell the differences between your youthful anticipations 
of life, and your yiews of it as resulting from what you have 
experienced and witnessed in the progress through so long 
an interval. What is the difference in this respect between 
yourself and your daughter ? Have you occasion some- 
times to smile at the promises with which she hears the 
future flattering her ? Have you to say to her, * My dear 
child, you will find it out in due time ' P But perhaps she 
is not of a sanguine temperament ; and I am yeiy willing 
to belieye that you are not of a gloomy one, notwith- 
standing the share that has been appointed you of mournful 
experience. I should greatly like to see you. I should 
fix and settle in my mind and imagination who you are ; 
for I find myself addressing an equivocal somebody be- 
tween the good, pleasing little girl, Fanny Pnrser, and a 
certain sedate, matronly personage, a grandmother of the 
age of fifty-seven. I hope many years are to be added to 
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that accoant, moderately happy, and finally concluding in 
something incomparably happier than anything on earth. 
I will repeat how very greatly I am gratified by yonr kind 
letter ; and shall be so again, if at any time you shall feel 
disposed to favour me. I wish you had mentioned the re- 
membered things that you say * would have made me smile; ' 
it would have been very curious to see whether my own 
very miserable memory had retained them. It does retain 
many particulars of those remote times very vividly. My 
dear Fanny, as I like to call you, I commend you and yours 
to our heavenly Father, and repeat to you how truly 
** I am, your cordial and much gratified friend, 

"J. Foster." 

A very different biography, but yet of the same order, 
developing mental individuality, is the recently published 
life of Keats. The greater number of his readers were 
not prepared to expect the portrait of a mind disciplining 
and training itself for what seemed to be its mission, 
making the world a school for spiritual gymnastics, and, 
in the most earnest and methodical manner, evolving and 
measuring his powers. Few expected to find so much 
joviality and humour in the private life of the author of 
"Endymion" or "Isabella." Yet it might have been 
expected ; for it seems a law of our nature that the most 
cheerful humour exists with the highest beauty. In this 
biography, as in others of the same school, we have to 
notice that the interest depends greatly upon the personal 
confessions — confessions which unlock to us the real state 
of the mind. We have had in life-writing too much of 
this spirit of the confessional, a species of egotistic 
parade ; and the mistake is in supposing that the revela- 
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tions of all minds may be eqnallj important and equally 
instmctive. The experiments of the boy of eight years 
old are' most important to himself; the sage of sixty 
has passed their boundary. Then, again, confessions 
shonld be whispered to the individual sonl, a circumstance 
very rarely the case. A confession, got up with the full 
intention of going to press with it, has a very suspicious 
moral squint. Keats* letters have a rackety hey-day- 
ishness about them, setting them above suspicion; they 
are frequently wild and turbulent, but they look like the 
natural reactions of a spirit strung up to unusual intensity. 
Let us cite an instance or two. 

* ," This Devonshire is like Lydia Languish — ^very enter- 
taining when it smiles, but cursedly subject to sympathetic 
moisture. You have the sensation of walking under one 
great lamp-lighter, and you can't go on the other side of 
the ladder, to keep your frock clean. Buy a girdle, put a 
pebble in your mouth, loosen your braces, for I am going 
among sceneiy whence I intend to tip you the Demoiselle 
Hadcliffe. 1*11 cavern you, and grotto you, and waterfall 
you, and immense rock you, and tremendous sound you, 
and solitude you. I'll make a lodgement on your glacis 
by a row of pines, and storm your covered way with 
bramble-bushes ; I'll have at you with hip and haw small 
shot, and cannonade you with shingles ; I'll be witty upon 
salt fish, and impede your cavaliy with clotted cream. 
But, ah, coward ! to talk at this rate to a sick man — or, I 
hope, to one that was sick, for I hope by this you stand on 
your right foot. If you are not — ^that's aU. I intend to 
cut all sick people, if they do not make up their minds to 
cut sickness — a fellow to whom I have a complete aversion ; 

3 
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and who, strange to say, is harboiired and conntenanced in 
several honses I visit. He is sitting now qnite impudent 
between me and Tom ; he insnlts me at poor Jim Bice's ; 
and you have seated him before now between us at the 
theatre, when I thought he looked with a longing eye at 
poor Kean. I shall say, once for all, to my friends gene- 
rally and severally, — cut the fellow, or I cut you." 

But the following passage is still more characteristic ; it 
is very illustrative of the mental life, and brings to our 
minds a portrait of the wild and passionate and sensitive 
boy distinctly. 

*' Notwithstanding your happiness and your recommen- 
dations, I hope I shall never marry : though the most beaii- 
tifnl creature were waiting for me at the end of a journey 
or a walk ; though the carpet were of silk, and the cur- 
tains of the morning clouds ; the chairs and sofas stuffed 
with cygnet's down ; the food, manna ; the wine, beyond 
claret ; the window open on Windermere ; — I should not 
feel, or rather my happiness would not be, so fine ; my 
solitude is sublime : for instead of what I have described, 
there is a sublimity to welcome me home, — the roaring of 
the wind is my wife, and the stars through my window- 
panes are my children ; the mighty abstract of beauty in 
all things I have, stifles the more divided and ndnute 
domestic happiness. An amiable wife and sweet children 
I contemplate as part of that beauty ; but I must have a 
thousand of those beautiful particles to fill up my heart. 
I feel more and more every day, as my imagination 
strengthens, that I do not live in this world alone, but in 
a thousand worlds. No sooner am I alone than shapes of 
Epic greatness are stationed around me, and serve my 
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spirit the office which is eqaivalent to a king's bodyguard ; 
then Tragedy with sceptred pall comes sweeping by. 
According to my state of mind, I am with Achilles shouting 
in the trenches ; or with Theocritns, in the vales of Sicily ; 
or throw my whole being into Troilns, and repeating those 
lines — ' I wander, like a lost sonl, upon the StygisA bank, 
waiting for waftage ' — I melt into the air with a Yolnp- 
taonsness so delicate that I am content to be alone. The 
only thing that can affect me personally, for more than one 
short passing day, is any doubt about my powers for 
poetry. I seldom have any, and I look with hope to the 
nighing time when I shall have none. Think of my 
pleasure in solitude in comparison with my commerce 
with the world — ^there I am a child ; there they do not 
know me, not even my most intimate acquaintance. 
Some think me middling ; others, silly ; others, foolish ; 
every one thinks he sees my weak side. Against my 
will, I am content to be thought all this, because I have 
in my own breast so great resource. This is one great 
reason why they like me so : because they can all show 
to advantage and eclipse, from a certain tact, one that is 
reckoned to be a good poet. I hope I am not here play- 
ing tricks * to make the angels weep ; ' I think not, for I 
have not the least contempt for my species, and, though 
it may sound paradoxical, my greatest elevations of soul 
leave me every time more humbled." 

It is probable that these citations have been too long, 
but they have been cited with a purpose. We are inte- 
rested in the mental lives of great men ; whatever their 
age, their outer life concerns us; not but that we care 
little for it, except as it iQustrates the deeper, the inner 

3—2 
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life ; and we are thankful, therefore, if one will write that 
life for ns plainly, and commnnicate it. Hence, Montaigne 
never tires ns with his egotism ; his essays perhaps furnish 
the most perfect mental autobiography ever penned. This 
book, we are compelled to say, is honest ; here without 
any fear of reader or reviewer, the whole furniture of the 
soul is seen, without being displayed. And in reference to 
authors, if we desire to know anything of their outer life, 
it is that we may see how far it reflected itself upon the 
inner chamber. Nor authors alone ; innumerable other 
men are to us altogether reserved, we cannot see them. 
We feel, in spite of all that farmer-like bluntness of 
Cromwell, that it is his breastplate, and we cannot pierce 
it ; spite of all this courtly politeness of Shaftesbury, it 
is but his veil and we cannot lift it. And Richelieu, so 
quiet, so sleek, so cruel. Is it, we ask, only for power and 
for glory ? In that silence is his depth, and we cannot . 
fathom it. It were foolish to ask such men to wear their 
heart upon their sleeve ; but we must wonder what they 
saw or thought they saw. Such minds are interesting to 
us, for they influenced the conditions of our own mental 
being ; but to write and read the history of these minds 
— ^this is a work we must do for ourselves. Such men do 
not usually possess the power of introspection ; a glance 
within to them, perhaps, had been more terrible than 
battles, revolutions, and executions. We gather, there- 
fore, what such men were by the mind-life of the still 
souls whose days were passed in the grot and the her- 
mitage. And every such mind-life is a true system of 
mental science, and is valuable in the degree in which the 
narrator has honesty faithfully to relate particulars. 
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tsagaciij to look into the very deeps of liis consciousness, 
mental being and boldness to venture out into new seas 
and oyer new territories of speculation, and caution to 
discriminate between the varied mental territories. We 
have had many mental histories wanting in all these 
qualifications, with the suporaddition, however, of the 
intolerable vanity of dulness. Perhaps, however, even 
such biographies were not without their value, if carefully 
noted ; for every little buzzing human insect is worthy to fill 
some place in the cabinet of life — ^but let it be understood 
that it is but an insect. 

Biog^phy furnishes us, however, with numerous incon- 
gruities; so many, we are compelled to believe that no 

man is blessed, however great, with a perfect life, or 
exempted, whatever his position, from the consequences 

of human infirmity. Many have exhibited foibles and 

vices even in proportion to the magnitude of the talents 

by which they were raised above other men, lest, perhaps, 

they might carry themselves too much above common 

humanity. Pope was an epicure, and would lie in bed at 

Lord Bolingbroke's for days, unless he was told there were 

£tewed lampreys for dinner, when he instantly rose and 

came to the table. Thomson, the poet, was notoriously 

lazy, and would lie in bed till the afternoon usually. It is 

very doubtful if he ever saw the sun rise in his life ; he 

lost several important Government places through gross 

inattention and neglect. Even Sir Isaac Newton gave 

credit to the idle nonsense of judicial astrology — ^he who 

first calculated the distances of the stars, and revealed the 

laws of motion by which the Supreme Being organises and 

keeps in their orbits unnumbered worlds — he who had re- 
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vcaled the xnTsteries of the stars thexnselyes. Dxyden, Sir 
Isaac Newton's contemporary, believed in the same ab- 
surdity. The great Duke of Marlborough, when visited 
hy Prince Eugene, on the night before a battle — ^when no 
doubt the two generals were in consultation upon a 
measure that might decide the fate of an empire — ^waa 
heard to call his servant to account for lighting up four 
candles in his tent upon the occasion ; and he was once 
actually seen on horseback, darning his own gloves. His 
avarice and cupidity were extraordinary. Hobbes, who 
wrote the '' Leviathan," a deist in creed, had a most ex- 
traordinary belief in spirits and apparitions. Locke, the 
philosopher— the matter-of-fact Locke, who wrote, and in 
fact established, the decision of things by the rule of right 
reason, laying down the rule itself — delighted in romances, 
and revelled in works of fiction. What was the great 
Lord Yerulam P Alas ! too tmly, *^ the wisest, greatest, 
meanest of mankind." As for Martin Luther, the re- 
former, he was so passionate and unchristianlike, that he 
struck his friends, Melancthon in particular, and perhaps 
would have burned him, as readily as an inquisitor in those 
days would have burned a heretic, in the paroxysms of his 
rage. Cardinal Richelieu, the minister of a great empire, 
believed in the calculations of nativities. Sir Thomas 
More burned the heretic, to whom in his writings he gave 
full liberty of conscience. Alexander the Gbeat was a 
drunkard, and slew his friends in his cups. Caesar sullied 
the glory of his talents by the desire of governing his 
country despotically, and died the victim of his ambition, 
though one of the wisest, most accomplished, and humane 
of conquerors. But we are travelling far back for examples 
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which should be taken from later times. Tasso belieyed in 
his good angel, and was often hectrdto converse with what 
he fancied was a spirit or demon, which he believed he 
saw. Baphael, the most gifted artist the world ever pro- 
duced, died at the age of thirty-seven, his constitution 
weakened by irregular living. Dr. Samuel Johnson was 
notoriously superstitious, and always supposed' he heard 
his mother calling to him after death. Sir Christopher 
Wren, who built St. Paul's Cathedral, was a believer in 
dreams. He had a pleuricfy once, being in Paris, and 
dreamed that he was in a place where palm-trees grew, 
and that a woman in a romantic dress gave him some dates. 
The next day he sent for some dates, in the full belief of 
their revealed virtues, and they cured him. Dr. Halley 
had the same superstitious belief. Melancthon believed 
in dreams and apparitions, and used to say that one 
came to him in his study, and told him to bid Ghiyneus, 
his friend, to go away for some time, as the Inquisition 
sought his life. His friend went away in consequence, 
and thus, by accident, really saved his life. Addison was 
fond of the bottle, and is said to have shortened his life 
by it. Bums, the poet, was a hard drinker, and, there can 
be no doubt, wore out his constitution by his conviviality. 
Gbldsmith was a gambler, and the victim of the fraudulent. 
Prior was the dupe of a common woman, whom he believed 
to be an angel. Ghirrick was as vain as any woman, and 
equally fond of flattery. Ejieller's vanity was such, that 
nothing was too gross for him to swallow. Person, the 
first of Greek scholars, was a notorious tippler. We 
might multiply examples of this kind without end; but 
we need not have quoted so many, to exhibit how well 
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tHe balance is poised to keep jhuinan pride within due 
limits. 

Another of the nses of biography is in the portraits it 
presents to ns of mental and moral pathology and jnrispra- 
dence. Lives, stndied in a right spirit, present to ns the 
varieties of mind-disease, the mode of treatment, the causes 
of the termination, and the cure. And seeing that we are 
mostly so sickly in our constitution, that dyspepsia is a ma- 
lady not more frequently afflicting the body than the mind ; 
seeing that every man is burdened by some one special 
moral complaint — a complaint, too, not the less certainly 
fixing its fangs upon him because he never complains, 
because it eats into his constitution, and destroys his moral 
vitality, frequently before he is aware ; seeing that men 
will not study mental and moral science, on the whole, by 
rule and by science, but take the knowledge of their mind- 
life and the conditions of its health, as they do the know- 
ledge of the marvels of their frame, by hints and symp- 
toms, by observations and comparisons — everything that 
tends to facilitate the man's study of himself, that will place 
in stronger light comparisons and hints leading to a survey 
of his own defects or necessities ; everything by which, in 
short, he may be made to know himself, must be valuable. 
Everybody, in reading attentively a biography, has, almost 
involuntarily, frequently paused to notice certain vivid 
resemblances to his own state of mind ; to exult, it may 
be, in his likeness to a celebrated intellectual profile, or to 
deplore that such a man excelled and su(pceeded in virtue 
of the possession of some powers which he has not. This 
is well ! Knowledge of ourselves is good and important ; 
because it is a lamp lighting to performance. A man must 
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know himself before he can nnderstand for what work ho 
is fit in the world ; before he can judge of his powers, and 
nnderstand upon what field thej may most advantageonslj, 
to his own moral advancement, be displayed. Bat know- 
ledge is not all. Knowledge shonld be desired, that it 
may lead to mental symmetry. To this, every great mind- 
life of which we read, in some degree, magnetises ns ; and 
it is well to place oar minds beneath the inflaence of op- 
posite lives, so that several powers may be pat into train- 
ing at the same time.' 

Snppose we seize apon a few of the hints which may strike 
the reader, in the coarse of his psychology of biography ; 
the reality of it, all the ontside conditions, resalt from the 
mental state. Several writers have insisted apon yoath as 
the period of development ; and this is trae. Withoat doabt, 
biography sams ap a magnificent list of men who, while 
yet very yonng, had engraven their names deeply in the 
lieart of the world. Disraeli carries as along, in a well- 
known passage, throagh a famous sammary ; the passage 
is from ** Coningsby " : — 

''The greatest captains of ancient and modem times 
both conquered Italy at five-and-twenty ! Youth, extreme 
youth, overthrew the Persian Empire. Don John of 
Austria won Lepanto at twenty-five — the greatest battle 
of modem times; had it not been for the jealousy of 
Philip, the next year he would have been Emperor of 
Mauritania. Oaston de Foix was only twenty-two when 
he stood a victor on the plain of Bavenna. Every one 
remembers Cond6 and Biocroy at the same age. Gustavus 
Adolphus died at thirty-eight. Look at his captains: 
that wonderful Duke of Weimar, only thirty-six when he 
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died. Banier himself, after all his miracles, died at forty- 
five. Cortes was little more than thirty when he gazed 
upon the golden cupolas of Mexico. When Maurice of 
Saxony died at thirty-two, all Europe acknowledged the 
loss of the greatest captain and prof onndest statesman of 
the age. Then there are Nelson, Clive — ^but these are 
warriors, and perhaps yon may think there are greater 
things than war. I do not ; I worship the Lord of Hosts. 
But take the most iUnstrions achievements of civil pm- 
dence. Innocent III., the greatest of the popes, was the 
despot of Christendom at thirty-seven ; John de Medici 
was a cardinal at fifteen, and, Ghiicchiardini tells ns, 
baffled with his statecraft Ferdinand of Arragon himself. 
He was pope, as Leo X., at thiriy-seven ; Lnther robbed 
even him of his richest province at thirty-five. Take 
Ignatius Loyola and John Wesley; they worked with 
young brains. Ignatius was only thi3rty when he made 
his pilgrimage, and wrote his * Spiritual Exercises.' 
Pascal wrote a great work at sixteen, the greatest of 
Frenchmen, and died at thirty-seven! Ah! that fatal 
thirty-seven ! which reminds me of Byron, greater even as 
a man than a writer. Was it experience that guided the 
pencil of Baphael when he painted the palaces of Home P 
He died, too, at thirty-seven. Bichelieu was Secretary of 
State at thirty-one. Well, then there was Bolingbroke 
and Pitt, both ministers before other men leave off 
cricket. Grotius was in great practice at seventeen, and 
Attorney-General at twenty-four. . And Aquavia-Aquaviva 
was General of the Jesuits, ruled every cabinet of Europe, 
and colonised America, before he was thiriy-seven. ' What 
a career ! ' exclaimed the stranger, rising from his chair. 
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and walking up and down the room ; * the secret sway of 
Europe ! That was, indeed, a position ! ' Bnt it is need- 
less to mnltiplj. instances. The history of heroes is the 
history of youth." 

Bnt the scroll is not nearly complete : it would not be 
difficult to make out even a nobler list of instances of the 
development of extraordinary powers in youth-— of the 
attainment by some of posts of command and importance, 
while others of their own age were only in their 
nurseries or schoolrooms. What is the meaning of all 
this? Simply intensity of determination! a whole soul* 
resolved on one pursuit, will achieve wonders. 

" A man can do anything that he is determined upon, 
and goes to work rightly to accomplish. The Alps will 
appear little more than mole-hUls, when he has made up 
his mind to scale them. The heavens will be as plain as a 
printed sheet when he has commenced reading the stars. 
A fortune will be as easily acquired as a few hundred 
dollars when wealth is made the business of life. Who 
can fathom the depth of determination P It is self -omni- 
potent. Pew men know their own strength, their own 
capabilities. Hundreds might have been as brave as 
Napoleon, as philosophical as Franklin, as wise as Wash- 
ington, as ingenious as Fulton, as benevolent as Howard, 
if they had known their own powers. But fearing their 
own shadows, and turning asid^ from the mole-hills in 
their path, they lingered in obscurity, and died without 
being either curses or blessings to the world. Than to 
have been scourges to mankind it was better ; but who 
can estimate the amount that might have been accom- 
plished by millions who have passed off the stage without 
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leaving a single memento behind ? Let it be yours, ob, 
man, to live for some purpose — ^to achieve something for 
those who follow after you — to leave the world in better 
hands than yon found it ; but determine not to die a 
cipher or a drone, to expire like the bursting of a soap- 
bubble, being nothing for people to look at, admire, and 
take courage from. Than to pass away thus, we should 
rather have an existence among the heathen, or prefer that 
our first breath should have been our last." 

It is to didactic biography that we are indebted for 
many of our wonderful advances in scientific benevolence. 
The examples and the lessons of the high-minded and 
large-souled benefactors of our race, whose speculations 
upon the nature of disease, the pathology of crime, the 
treatment of insanity, prison discipline, and social health 
have left behind them a perfect trail of light for their 
successors to profit by, are full of instruction. Erom their 
lives we learn how the mind, in its energies and deter- 
minations, influences inferior minds, moulds them to its 
purposes, achieves an easy conquest over them, and secures 
their emancipation from evils to which it seemed as if 
they were bound for their life. Just such a biography is 
that of the most distinguished philanthropist, Pinel, the 
French physician, who first introduced into madhouses 
a sane mode of treating insane people. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE STOBT OF PINEL, THE HADMAN'S FBIBND. 

The following interesting sketch of tHe first trial made by 
Pinel to govern lunatics by moral force alone, is from an 
account written by his son. It was in the latter end of 
1792 that Pinel, who had been appointed some time before 
medical superintendent of the Bicetre (the madhouse of 
Paris), urgently applied for permission from the authori- 
ties to abolish the use of the irons with which the lunatics 
were then loaded. Unsuccessful, but resolved to gain his 
object, he repeated his complaints with redoubled ardour 
before the Commune of Paris, and demanded the reform 
of this barbarous system. 

*' Citizen," replied one of the members of the Commune, 
" to-morrow I will pay you and the Bicetre a visit. But 
woe to you if you deceive us, and are concealing the 
enemies of the people amongst your madmen." The 
member of the Commune who thus spoke was Couthon. 
The next day he arrived at the Bicetre. 

Couthon was himself, perhaps, as strange a sight as that 
which he had come to see. Deprived of the use of both 
his legs, he was always carried about on men's shoulders ; 
and thus mounted and deformed, he, with a soft and fem- 
inine voice, pronounced sentences of death — for death was 
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the only logic at that moment. Goiithon wished to see and 
personall J question the lunatics, one after another. He was 
accordingly conducted to their quarter of the building ; 
but to all his questions he received only insults and sangui- 
nary addresses, and heard nothing amidst the confused 
cries and mad howling but the chilling clank of the chain, 
reverberating through the disgustingly dirty and damp 
vaults. Soon fatigued by the monotony of the spectacle, 
and the futility of his inquiries, Couthon turned round to 
Pinel, and said : " Ah, citizen, are not you yourself mad, 
to think of unchaining such animals ? "• 

"Citizen," repeated the other, "I am convinced that 
these lunatics have become so unmanageable, solely because 
they are deprived of air and liberty ; and I venture to hope 
a great deal from a thoroughly different method." 

" Well, then, do what you like with them ; I give them 
up to you. But I fear you will fall a victim to your pre- 
sumption." 

Now master of his actions, Pinel next day commenced 
his enterprise, the real difficolties of which he had never 
for a moment disguised from himself. He contemplated 
liberating about fifty madmen, without danger to the more 
peaceable inmates. He decided to unchain but twelve, as 
a first experiment. The> only precaution he judged it 
necessary to adopt was, to prepare an equal number of 
waistcoats — ^those made of stout linen, with long sleeves, 
and fastened at the back, by means of which it is easy to 
prevent a lunatic from doing serious mischief. 

The first whom Pinel addressed was the oldest in this 
scene of misery. He was considered the most ferocious of 
all. His keepers even approached him with caution, for 



THE FIBST BXPSBIMINT. 47 

in a fit of violence lie had stmck one of the servants with 
his chains, and killed him on the spot. He was more 
harshly treated than the others, and this severity and 
complete ahandonment only tended still more to exaspe- 
rate his naturally violent temper. Pinel entered his cell 
alone, and addressed him calmly : *' Captain," said he, *' if 
I take oft yonr chains, and give yon liberty to walk np and 
down the yard, will yon promise me to be reasonable, and 
to injure no one ? " 

*' I will promise yon ; bnt yon are making game of me. 
They are all too much afraid of me, even you yourself." 

** No, indeed, I am not afraid," replied Pinel ; *' for I 
have six men outside to make you respect me ; but believe 
my word, confide in me, and be docile. I intend to libe- 
rate you if you will put on this linen waistcoat in place of 
your heavy chain." 

The captain willingly agreed to all they required of him, 
only shrugging his shoulders, and never uttering a word. 
In a few minutes his iitons were completely loosened, and 
the doctor and his assistants retired, leaving the door of 
his ceU open. Several times he stood up, but sank down 
again. He had been in a sitting posture for such a length 
of time that he had almost lost the use of his limbs. How- 
ever, at the end of a quarter of an hour he succeeded in 
preserving his equilibrium; and from the depth of his 
dark cell he advanced tottering towards the door. His 
first movement was to look up at the heavens, and to 
cry out in ecstasy, "How beautiful! how delightful!" 
During the whole day he never ceased running up and 
down the stairs, always exclaiming, "How beautiful! 
how deHghtful ! " 
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In the eyening lie returned of his own accord to his 
cell, and slept tranqnilly on a good bed, which had been 
provided for him in the meantime. During the two follow- 
ing years which he spent at the Bicetre, he never again 
had a violent fit ; he even made himself nsefnl by exercis- 
ing a certain authority over lunatics, governing them after 
his fashion, and establishing himself as a kind of superin* 
tendent. 

His neighbour in captivity was not less worthy of pity. 
He was an old French officer, who had been in chains for 
the last thirty years, having been afflicted with one of 
those terrible religious monomanias of which we even 
nowadays see such frequent examples. Of weak under- 
standing and lively imagination, he deemed himself des- 
tined by God for the baptism of blood — that is to say, to 
kill his fellow-creatures, in order to save them from hell^ 
and to send them straight to heaven, there to enjoy the 
felicity of the blessed. This horrible idea was the cause 
of his committing a frightful crime. He commenced his 
homicidal mission by plunging a dagger into the heart 
of his own. child. He was declared insane, confined for 
life to the Bicetre, and had been afflicted for years with 
this revolting madness. Calmness at length returned, but 
without reason ; he sat on a stone, silent and immovable^ 
resembling an emaciated spectre of remorse. His limbs 
were loaded with the same irons as when first he was con- 
fined, but which he had no longer strength to lift. They 
were left on him as much from habit as from the remem- 
brance of his crime. His case was hopeless. Dr. Pinel 
had bim carried to a bed in the infirmary ; his legs, how- 
ever, were so stifE and contracted, that all attempts to 
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bend them &ilecL In this state he lived a few ihonths 
longer, and then died, withont being aware of his release, 
l^e third presented a strong contrast. He was a man 
in the prime of life, with sparkling eyes, his bearing 
hanghiy, and gestures dramatic. In his yonth he had been 
a literary character. He was gentle, witty, and had a 
brilliant imagination. He composed romances full of love, 
expressed in most impassioned langoage. He wrote un- 
ceasingly, and in order to devote himself with greater 
ardonr to his &vonrite compositions, he ended by locking 
himself np in his. room, often passing the day without food, 
and the night without sleep. To complete all, an unfor- 
tunate passion added to his excitement ; he fell, in love 
with the daughter of one of his neighbours. She, however, 
fk>on grew tired of the young author, was inconstant to 
him, and did not even allow him the consolation of a doubt. 
During a whole year the anguish of the poor dreamer was 
the more bitter from concealment. At length, one fine day 
be saw the absurdity of his despair, and passing from one 
extreme to the other, gave himself up to every kind of 
excess. His reason fled, and being taken to the Bicetre in 
a raging fit, he remained confined for twelve years in the 
dark cell where Pinel found him, flinging about his chains 
with violence. This madman was more turbulent than 
dangerous, and being incapable of understanding the good 
intended to him, it was necessary to employ force to loose 
his irons. The moment he felt himself at liberty, he com- 
menced running round and round the courtyard, until, his 
breath failing, he fell down exhausted. This excitement 
continued for some weeks, but unaccompanied by violence 
as formerly. The kindness shown to him by the Doctor, 

4 
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and tHe especial interest lie took in this invaUd, soon 
restored him to reason. Unfortunately he was permitted 
to leave the asjlnm and return to the world, then in such 
a state of agitation. He joined the political factions of the 
day with all the yehemence of his passions, and was 
beheaded on the 8th Thermidor. 

Pinel entered the fourth cell. It was that of Chevinge, 
whose liberation was one of the most memorable events of 
that day. Ghevinge had been a soldier of the French 
Ghiard, and had only one fault — drunkenness. But once 
the wine mounted in his head he grew quarrelsome, violent, 
and most dangerous from his prodigious strength. Fre- 
quent excesses caused his dismissal from, his corps, and he 
soon squandered his scanty resources. At length shame 
and misery plunged him into despair, and his mindTbecame 
affected. He imagined that he had become a general, and 
fought all who did not acknowledge his rank. It was at 
the termiaation of a mad scene of this kind that he was 
brought to the Bicetre in a state of fury. He had been 
chained for ten years, and with stronger fetters than his 
companions, for he had often succeeded in breaking his 
chains by the mere force of his hands. Once, in particular, 
when by this means he had obtained a few moments' liberty, 
he defied all the keepers together to force him to return to 
his cell, and only returned after compelling them to pass 
under his uplifted leg. This inconceivable act of prowess 
he performed on the eight men who were trying to master 
him. From henceforth his strength became a proverb at 
the Bicetre. By repeatedly visiting him, Pinel discovered 
that good dispositions lay hidden beneath violence of cha- 
racter, constantly kept excited by cruel treatment. On one 
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oocasioii he promised to ameliorate his condition, and this 
promise alone had greatly tranqnillised him. 

Pinel now ventured to announce to him that he should 
no longer be forced to wear his chains. ** And to prove 
tbat I have confidence in 70U," added he, " and that I con- 
sider you to be a man capable of doing good, you shall assist 
me in releasing those unfortunate individuals who do not 
possess their reason like you. If you conduct yourself 
properly, as I have reason to think you will, I shall then 
take you into my service, and you shall not leave me." 

Never in the mind of man was there so sudden and 
complete a change ; the keepers themselves were forced to 
respect Ghevinge for his conduct. No sooner was he 
unchained than he became docile, attentive — ^watching 
every movement of Pinel, so as to execute his orders 
dexterously and promptly ; addressing words of kindness 
and reason to those lunatics with whom he had been on a 
level but a few hours previously, but in whose presence he 
now felt the full dignity of liberty. This man, who had 
been unhumanised by his chains during the best years of 
his life, and who doubtless would have dragged on his 
agonising existence for a considerable length of time, be- 
came at once a model of good conduct and gratitude. 
Frequently in those perilous times he saved Pinel's life ; 
and one day, amongst others, rescued him from a band of 
rufiSans, who were dragging him oft a la lanteme. An elector 
of 1789, during a threatened famine he every moming 
left the Bicetre and never returned without provisions, 
which at that moment were unpurchaseable, even for gold. 
The remainder of his life was but one continued act of 
devotion 'to his liberator. 

4-2 
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In tHe next room to Ghevinge tliree nnf ortunate soldiers 
had been in cliains for years, witHont any one knowing the 
canse of this rigour. They were generally quiet and in- 
off ensive, speaking only to each other, and that in a language 
unintelligible to the rest of the prisoners. They had, how- 
ever, been granted the only privilege which they seemed 
capable of appreciating — that of being always together in 
the same cell. When they became aware of a change 
in their usual mode of treatment, they suspected it to pro- 
ceed from unfriendly motives, and violently opposed the 
loosening of their irons. When liberated they would not 
leave their prison. Either from grief or want of under- 
standing, these unhappy creatures were quite insensible to 
the liberty now offered to them. 

After them came a singular personage, one of those men 
whose malady is more difficult to cure on account of its 
being ''a fixed idea," occasioned by excessive pride. He 
was an old clergyman, who thought himself Christ. His 
exterior corresponded to the vanity of his belief. His 
gait was measured and solemn ; his smile, sweet yet severe, 
forbade the least familiarity. Everything, even to the 
arrangement of his hair, which hung down in .long curls 
on each side of his pale, resigned, and expressive counte- 
nance, gave him a singular resemblance to the head of our 
Saviour. If they tried to perplex him, and said, ** If thou 
art He whom thou pretendest — in short, if thou art God, 
break thy chains and liberate thyself ! " he immediately, 
with pride and dignity, replied, " In vain shalt thou 
tempt thy Lord! " The sublimiiy of human Arrogance in 
derangement. 

The life of this man was a complete romance, in which 
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Teligions enthusiasm played the first part. He had made 
pilgrimages on foot to Cologne and Bome, and had then 
embarked for America, where, among the savages, he 
risked his life in the hope of conyerting them to the 
tme faith. But all these travels, all these voyages, had 
the melancholy effect of turning his ruling idea into a 
monomania. On his return to France, he publicly 
announced himself as Him whose Gospel he had been 
preaching far and wide. Seized and brought before the 
Archbishop of Paris, he was shut up in the Bicetre as a 
lunatic, his hands and feet were loaded with heavy irons, 
and for twelve years he bore with singular patience this 
long martyrdom, and the incessant sarcasms to which he 
was exposed. 

Argument with such minds is useless ; they neither can 
nor will understand it. Pinel, therefore, never attempted 
to reason with him ; he unchained him in silence, and 
loudly commanded that every one for the future should 
imitate his reserve, and never address a single word to this 
poor lunatic. This line of conduct, which was rigorously 
observed, produced an effect on this self -conceited man 
&r more powerful than the irons and the dungeon. He 
felt himself humbled by this isolation, this total abandon- 
ment in the full enjoyment of his liberty. At length, after 
much hesitation, he began to mix with the other invalids. 
From that time forward he visibly improved, and in less 
than a year was sufficiently recovered to acknowledge the 
folly of his former ideas, and to leave the Bicetre. 

Fifty lunatics were, in this manner, released from their 
chains in the space of a few days. Amongst them were 
individuals from every rank of life and from every country. 
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Hence the great amelioration in the treatment of tlie 
insane patients, which, nntil then, had been looked on as 
impracticable, or at least fraught with the utmost danger. 
This is an extraordinary instance of mental power and 
authority asserted over beings in whom the mind-life was 
very feeble, and it guides us to some knowledge of the 
method by which aU men obtain their superiority over 
their fellow man. Yet even love itself may abuse power. 
Howard was, as a philanthropist, a blessing to the world ; 
but, as a father, however affectionate, he seems to have 
been unwise ; a mistaken sense of duty caused biTn to 
pierce his own heart. He thought it his duty to insist on 
obedience, merely to the authority of parental power, 
instead of enforcing it by the attractiveness of fatherly 
feeling and consistency. Natural faith and afEection are 
not blind, but well able to distinguish their proper objects. 
He taught his child, while still an infant, not to cry, and 
never in all its childhood permitted it to have what it 
demanded with tears ! God forbid that our Father in 
heaven should thus treat us ! He expects us to be in 
earnest. But, said Howard, the government of a being 
that cannot reason about the fitness of things should be 
only coercive and in fear. He overlooked the discernment 
that is keener than reason ; he forgot that the heart has 
to be educated as well as the head, and that it is ruled 
aright only as long as love is visible in power. A child 
that must always govern its feelings from fear of others 
will soon be a hypocrite and a tyrant. When the fetters 
upon it are removed, the soul will rush into selfish extra- 
vagance, and, perhaps, perish — ^like a bird from a cage, 
unfit to use his wings, and aiming only at pleasure, while 
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incapable of providing for its own wants. Thns Howard's 
eon was in infancy coerced, without fondness ; in youth, 
corn/nianded to be moral ; in manhood, became debauched 
and then mad. A heavy responsibility rests upon those 
who x>ossess mind of extraordinary vigour, therefore, that 
it be not only employed but well employed, that the 
authority established over their fellows be founded on an 
appeal to their reason and their highest afEections ; for the 
capacity of mind is mighty, and its power is frequently 
almost imperial, when wielded for no pure or noble 
purposes. 

Yes! the imperial sway of mind! When Sophocles 
was charged before the Areopagus of Athens with mad- 
ness, he did not formally reply, but read to them the 
CEdipus Golonus, which he had just composed, a^d he 
was, therefore, instantly acquitted. And when the Mar- 
chioness D'Ancres was accused before her judges of 
witchcraft over her Queen, before her condemnation to 
be burnt, she indignantly replied, that she had used no 
vritchcraft but that which the strong nund always asserts 
over the weak one. A large admission — ^f or the witchery 
of the mind is the most dangerous and potent on this side 
the grave. 

The lesson of aU biography is the grandeur of energy ; 
it gives to men their power over their fellows. Many of 
the physical evils, the want of vigour, the inaction of the 
system, the langour and hysterical affections which are so 
prevalent among the delicate yoxmg women of the present 
day, may be traced to a want of well-trained mental 
power, and well-exercised self-control, and to an absence 
of fixed habits of employment. Eeal cultivation of the 
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intellect, earnest exercise of the moral power, the enlarge- 
ment of the mind by the acquirement of knowledge, and 
the strengthening of its capabilities for efEort, for firmness 
in the endurance of inevitable evils, and for energy in 
combating such as may be overcome, are the ends which 
education has to attain ; weakness, if met by indulgence, 
will not only remain weakness but become infirmity. The 
power of the mind over tbe body is immense. Let that 
power be called forth; let it be trained and exercised; 
and vigour, both of body and mind, will be the result. 
There is a homely unpolished saying, that ** It is better 
to wear out than rust out ;*' but it tells a plain truth — 
rust consumes faster than user Better, a million times 
better, to work hard, even to the shortening of existence, 
than to eat and sleep away the precious gift of life 
giving no other cognisance of its possession. By work or 
industry, of whatever kind it may be, we gain a practical 
knowledge of the value of life, of its high intentions, of its 
manifold duties. Earnest, active industry is a living 
hymn of praise, a never feiiling source of happiness ; it is 
obedience, for it is God*s great law of moral existence. 

Nothing is more worthy of notice in biography than the 
sympathetic force exercised by the mind over the body, 
and in return by the body over the mind. It is of vast 
importance to health that the mind in all its parts should 
'be well balanced ; no one attribute acting at the expense 
of others. A disordered or distempered mind is totally 
incompatible with health and long life. It is an in- 
teresting fact, that all the vices contribute to disturb the 
mind, while all the virtues contribute to its repose and 
tranquillity. The effect oi vice is to destroy health and 
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sliorten life. Cultiyate, then, most earnestly, symmetry of 
mind. Bepel from yonr mind all corroding cares, all un- 
necessary anxiety, and everything in the shape of secret 
yices. Secret vices are like the destructive vermin that 
make their home in the heart of the choicest and most 
promising fruits, and eat out all their virtue and sub- 
stance. Never allow revenge, envy, hatred, or malice to 
take possession of your mind. These conditions of mind 
deepen all the lines of the face, sharpen all the features^ 
and give to the possessor the appearance of premature old 
age. But, on the other hand, internal purity and the 
practice of benevolence, the exercise of generosity, of 
kindness to all, thinking no evil, cultivating the fullest 
cheerfulness, will soothe and soften the coarsest brow. 
Above all, the whole mind requires an anchor that shall 
stay it in all storms, vicissitudes and troubles of life. 
This anchor is obtained in pure and undefiled religion; 
a constant reliance, in all trials, upon God our Saviour. 
Practise the precepts of health. And for the mind, learn 
to practise the teachings of our blessed Saviour, and even 
the body may put on strength and beauty, the days be 
multiplied; and the life will be long, prosperous, and 
happy. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE BOMAliCE OF TEAYEL AND ADYENTUBE. 

We have said tliat the romance of biography implies to 
US the wild, the wonderftd, the adventarous in human life. 
It teaches ns that life does not run along in a groove of 
£xed ideas. Some lives seem, indeed, to do so. Anyhow, 
soulless vigour rules them, although they cannot transcend 
the idea. The fixed idea makes at once the bigot, the 
dogmatist, and the sceptic. But living souls rise higher ; 
they even use hard facts as wings by which to traverse 
new worlds ; imagination sends them forth to discover 
and explore. Do you say, Why, all lives lie on the same 
level ! wherein do they differ ? But this view only arises 
from our own dwarfed way of looking at man. We have 
always maintained that all men's souls are not shaped or 
weighted alike. " A grain more in the brain of Cromwell, 
here or there," said Pascal, ^^made aU the difference to 
history." Certainly, that saying seems to lean fearfully 
over to the side of materialism, and we are not making 
ourselves responsible for Pascal's psychology. We must 
believe that physiology is not psychology, and that 
the brain is not the mind. Still, how many bio- 
graphies there are of which we have said, as we 
laid them down, How marvellous an escape that man 
had of being great ; he wanted just the grain of 
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matter in the brain, just a grain more of energy and 
inll, the smallest, the most homcBopathic grain more 
of foresight or self-possession, and he wonld have been 
great. No ! sonls are not weighted alike ; it is no nse 
yonr taking down the authentic scales and saying. Yon 
see, I only weigh so much, and that must be the standard 
troy or ayoirdnpois for hnman beings in general My 
dear sir, I do not see that. 

Human life is governed, even as the planet in the 
heavenly places is governed, by a law npon it and a law 
within it. The law nx>on the planet is the centripetal ; it 
is the sense of order and dnty which is constantly saying. 
Stay there. The law within the planet is the centrifugal ; 
it is impulse, emotion, and it is constantly saying. Go 
yonder. The first is the law of necessity, the second is 
the law of selfhood ; but it is not all necessity with us, it 
is not all selfhood ; it is not all centripetal, it is not all 
centrifugal. These two modify each other, they act on 
each other, while it is the centrifugal, the disposition to 
fly from the centre, which makes the elliptic of life. We 
see no difficulty in beHeving that there are certain natures 
endowed with a surplus 'proportion of soul. It pushes 
them out ; it makes marked beings of them. You cannot 
account for them. They, in higher instances, make eras 
and epochs ; they conquer, win battles, make revolutions ; 
in inferior natures they develop mere unharnessed enerirv, 
life projectiBg itself in pxirposls force. 

The romance of travel illustrates this centrifngal in 
man. It has always been a favourite subject, although, at 
the same time, travellers' tales have always been received 
with suspicion. Well, the test seems easy. What sort of 
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man is he P Every man is his own average ; he is always 
what he is, he is not really more extraordinary in one 
place or latitude than another, only some places are 
admirably fitted to give work for that surplus energy. 
" Ferdinand Mhidez Pinto was but a type of the then liar 
of the first magnitude ; " thus Congreve represents one of 
his very questionable heroes as saying to anoth^. A 
similar compliment has been felt to be appropriate where, 
in fact, it has been wholly undeserved. The descriptions 
of Herodotus were for ages questioned; but the most 
accurate investigations have only tended to establish the 
veracity of the Father of History. Mindez Pinto himself 
does not deserve the proverbial notoriety Congreve has 
conferred upon him. Bruce, the great Abyssinian 
traveller, was long regarded as the most apocryphal of all 
modems ; but, although he is not perfectly truthful, his 
general accuracy is now beyond question. 

The truth is, readers are too much disposed to regard 
the adventures of men, and the powers and capabilities 
and occasions of life, from their own chimney-comer 
existence. Some men would travel the world round and 
alight upon nothing extraordinary, while other men would 
find an adventure in every village. They are truly adven- 
turers. It is not so much that they have within them more 
potent passions, but they have a restless and unconquer-^ 
able nature — ^they cannot keep still, their blood has so 
much more quicksilver in it than the blood of other men, 
they are made up of a boundless hilarity, a boundless con- 
fidence and measureless wonder. For a man so consti- 
tuted, what is there in the narrow round of village life P 
The work of the senate is tame and meagre to him. If 
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the nation is at peace, the camp and tbe navy do not need 
binL Snch men, especially if they are the cliildren of 
fortune, have a hearty contempt for the routine of busi- 
ness, and usually they hare not a little scorn for the mild 
and quiet influences of all civilisation. They hare no love 
for abstract study, seldom any patience for the protracted 
and sober pursuits of science. What can they be but a 
kind of wild hunter, compelled to spend on foreign and 
barbarous shores the reckless daring for which they cannot 
find an appropriate channel here. 

The recollection of these facts may tend, not unrea- 
sonably, to modify our suspicions, while reading the 
achievements of some modem travellers, whose wander- 
ings are to be found in every library. Personally, no 
doubt, neither reader nor writer has any wish to per- 
form the feats of a Jehu on a crocodile. The animal is 
not a picturesque one, and its element is not that in 
which it has been thought pleasant to disport and play in 
such company. But Mr. Waterton, in his wanderings in 
South America, relates to us how he captured Leviathan, 
and rode him in triumph to the shore ; and in his man- 
sion near Wakefield, in Yorkshire, he kept, so long as he 
lived, the very beast, as a monument of his daring feat. 
It was a cayman, a rare kind of alligator. Mr. Waterton 
had been looking over the waters of the Esiquebo for the 
monster. " It was," says he, " an hour after sunset, the 
sky was cloudless, the moon beautifully bright, not a 
breath of wind in the heavens, the river like ^ large plain 
of quicksilver ; every now and then a huge fish would strike 
and plunge in the water, then the owls and the goat- 
suckers continue their lamentations, and the sound of 
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these is lost in the tiger's growl ; then all was still as 
midnight. The caymen were now npon the stir, and at 
intervals their noise conld be distinguished amid that of the 
jaguar, the owl, the goat-sncker, and the frogs. It was a 
singnlar and an awful sound, like a suppressed sigh 
bursting forth all of a sudden, so loud you could hear it 
a mile off ; first one emitted this horrible noise, and then 
another answered him; and on looking at the counte- 
nances of the people round me I could plainly see that 
they expected to have a cayman that night." Our 
wanderer first baited a shark hook; but this seems to 
have been treated as a joke, both by the caymen and by 
the Indians, who formed the traveller's council on this 
momentous occasion. A hook was formed of hard barbed 
wood, baited with the entrails of the acouri, and fastened 
to a rope thiriy yards long. It was some time before the 
creature was laid hold of. Mr. Waterfcon and his confreres 
had gone to their hammocks ; but towards the morning 
the Indians set up a tremendous shout to annoimce that 
the cayman was hooked. There were eight men engaged 
in this interesting sport — ^f our South American savages, 
two negroes from Africa, a Creole from Trinidad, and 
Mr. Waterton. The difficulty now was how to get him 
out of the wate^ alive, without hurting his scales. The 
idea of dragging him on dry land alive was not relished 
by all the party, for there was a general impression that 
he would worry some one. It was advised by the Indians 
to shoot a dozen arrows into him while floundering on the 
surface. " This," says Mr. Waterton, " would have 
ruined all; I had come above three hundred miles to 
catch a cayman uninjured, and not to carry back a 
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mutilated specimen.*' He took the mast of tHe caaoe— 
about eight feet long and as tliick as his imst — wn^ped 
the sail round the end of it, and then kneeling on one 
knee, and holding the mast as a soldier does a bayonet 
when ruslung on a charge, he forced it down the cayman's 
throat when he came, as is the creature's wont, open 
mouth at him. " I saw enough not to fall in love at first 
sight. I told them we would run all risks and have him 
on land immediately; they pulled,. and out he came, 
moHstrum horrendum mforme. It was an interesting 
moment. I kept my position firmly, with my eye fixed 
steadfastly on him. By this time the cayman was within 
two fyards of me ; I saw he was in a state of fear and 
perturbation, and I instantly dropped the mast, sprang up 
and jumped on his back, turning half round as I yaulted, 
so that I gained my seat with my face in a right position ; 
I immediately seized his fore legs, and by main force 
twisted them on his back, thus they served me for a 
bridle. He now seemed to have recovered from his 
surprise, and, probably fancying himseU in hostile com- 
pany, he began to plunge furiously, and lashed the sand 
with his long and powerful tail. I was out of reach of the 
strokes of it by being near his head. He continued to 
plunge and strike, and made my seat very uncomfortable. 
It must have been a fine sight for an unoccupied spec- 
tator." It is scarcely necessary to say that the people 
roared with triumph. Eventually they dragged the 
monster forty yards on the sand. It was the first and last 
time I was ever on a cayman's back." This has usually 
been considered a tough yam. 

But Mr. Waterton had a taste for these Theseus-like 
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comlxkts. He had been long looking for one o^ those 
enormons snakes known by the name of Conlacanara, 
whose length sometimes extends to eighteen or twenty 
feet, and at length one was discoyered coiled np in his den. 
The plants and creepers wcto cleared away. The blacks 
were nrgent to shoot it, but Mr. Waterton desired to take 
him alive, in order to obtain his skin perfect j and to dissect 
him while fresh. As he advanced, his two negroes stood 
close behind him, the one with a lance, the other with a cnt- 
lass, both terribly frightened. The head protmded from 
the second coil, and rested on the ground, in a position 
favonrable for pinning the monster down with a lance. 
Slowly and silently he crept towards it, the trembling 
negroes at his back. The snake did not move ; Waterton 
took the lance, and with a spring stmck him on the near 
side, jnst behind the neck, and fixed him to the gronnd. 
'' That moment the negro next to me seized the lance and 
held it firm in its place while I dashed, head foremost, 
into the den to grapple with the snake, and to get hold of 
his tail before he conld do any mischief. On pinning him 
to the ground he gave a tremendous loud hiss, and the 
little dog ran away, howling as he went ; we had a sharp 
fray in the den, the rotten sticks flying on all sides, and 
each party struggHng for the superiority. By the assist- 
ance of the negro I got firm hold of his tail; he was 
overpowered and secured ; one negro continued to hold the 
lance firm to the ground, the other was helping me; I 
contrived to unloose my braces, and with them tied up the 
snake's mouth." It is not to be supposed that the creature 
accepted all this imexpected and unsolicited anxiety on his 
behalf quietly, but he was overpowered ; they continued to 



PLEASANT SITUATIONS. 65 

make liim twist himself round the shaft of the lance, and 
then conveyed him out of the forest. '* I stood at his 
head and held it firm under my arm, one negro supported 
the belly, the other the tail ; in this order we began to 
move slowly towards home, and reached it, after resting 
ten times — for the snake was too heavy for us to support 
him without stopping to recruit our strength." The 
creature was fourteen feet long, and as thick as the body 
of a boa of fbur-and-twenty feet. That night he was 
placed in a sack, and kept in the room under Mr. 
Waterton's sleeping apartment, awaiting dissection on 
the morrow. Seeking danger at the cannon's mouth is 
mere fun compared with all this. 

Soon after this he had another battle, but single- 
handed, with a young coulacanara, only ten feet long. 
Our wanderer saw it moving slowly onwards ; there was 
not a moment to be lost. " I saw he was not thick 
enough to break my arm, in case he got twisted round it. 
I laid hold of his tail with the left hand, one knee being 
on the ground ; with the right I took off my hat and held 
it as you would hold a shield for defence. The snake 
instantly turned and came on at me, with his head about 
a yard from the ground, as if to ask me what business I 
had to take liberties with his tail. I let him come, 
hissing and open-mouthed, within two feet of my face, 
and then, with all the force I was master of, I drove my 
fist, shielded by my hat, full in his jaws. He was stunned 
and confounded by the blow, and ere he could recover 
himself I had seized his throat with both hands, in such a 
position that he could not bite me ; I then allowed him to 
coil himself round my body, and marched ofE with him as 

5 
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my lawful prize; lie pressed me hard, but not alarm- 
ingly so." i 

Mr. Grordon Gumming was another of these travellers 
who have taxed somewhat largely the faith of their 
readers. He is a lion-hunter, and as we read his exploits, 
we are disposed to cry, with Bottom, " A lion is a most 
dreadful thing, for there is not a more fearful wild fowl 
than your lion living, and we ought to look to it.'' 
Bottom's advice, however, would be altogether thrown 
away on Mr. Gumming. His two volumes are the records 
of wild savage feats of daring, with almost every kind of 
ferocious beast. He interrupted a lioness dining on a 
blesbok; his comrades were for making a retreat; the 
lioness also, raising her full round face, " overhauled '* 
the company, and then started off for a range of moun- 
taias. She had been accompanied at her repast by a 
troop of jackals ; they also started in another direction. 
Mr. Gumming was mounted on his favourite steed, 
Golesberg, and so he pursued the queen of the desert. 
" I gained upon her, and shouted to her loudly to halt, as 
I wished to speak to her ; upon which she suddenly pulled 
up and sat on her haunches, like a dog, with her back 
towards me, not even deigning to look. She then 
appeared to say to herself. Does this fellow know who 
he is after ? This was to me a joyful moment, and I at 
once made up my mind that she or I must die." There 
was a good deal of manoeuvering before the combatants 
came to close quarters. She began to growl and to turn 
round; she stretched herself out on the grass; she 
attempted intimidation, and uttered her deep-drawn mur- 
derous growls, and showed her formidable teeth. Mr. 
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Camming's companions became timid, even althongli tlie 
lioness did nofc exMbit symptoms of easiness. At last 
the battle began. " Now, then, for it ; neck or nothing ! 
She was within sixty yards, and she continned advancing. 
I, taking a steady aim at her breast, let fly; the ball 
cracked loudly on her tawny side and crippled her in the 
shoulder ; she charged with an appalling roar, and in the 
twinkling of an eye was in amongst ns." She rushed on 
Colesberg — ^Mr. Cumming's horse — and fearfully lacerated 
his ribs and haunches with her horrid teeth and claws. 
That ^^s a pretty near neighbourhood to Mr. Gumming, 
but ^' still she attempted to avoid the combat, and seem- 
ingly satisfied with the revenge she had taken, she trotted 
sulkily past within a few paces of me ; I fetched my rifle 
to my shoulder, and in another second the lioness was 
stretched on the plain a lifeless corpse. In the struggles 
of death she half turned on her back, and stretched her 
neck and fore arms convulsively, when she fell back to her 
former position, her mighty arms hung powerlessly by her 
side, her lower jaw fell, blood streamed from her mouth, 
and she expired." Our traveller's Hottentots had left him 
to terminate the battle alone, and fled with the horses over 
the plain. 

Now, in instances like these we have what constitutes 
the power in human life, which separates men from 
society and cities, and sends them forth to pour over the 
wild fields of nature their surplus force of being. If it is 
unharnessed to any higher purpose, it is wild adventure, 
which is not a Divine passion certainly. Only when 
adventure is linked to human hopes it becomes Divine. 
Compare Gumming with Livingstone. Livingstone had 
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certainly as mucli bravery as Cnmming, but in him bravery 
became conragp,. wbich is bigber. The courageous man 
does not even throw his bravery away ; it is a gift of Grod, 
and not to be scattered lightly. The soldier does not 
waste his power upon bombshells in the air. Gumming 
has a mission to make lions and elephants scarce ; Living- 
stone had a mission to pierce the depth of untrodden 
woods and forests, to track the course of undiscovered 
rivers, to sound their depths, and if lions and elephants 
are troublesome on the way to march on and exterminate 
them in his course. Gumming has a certain amount of 
blood in him which will keep flooding over his brain, 
flowing and flashing to and fro in his veins; so had 
Livingstone, and he commands the current of that blood 
by the superior force of a mighty soul ; " Thou shalt 
serve me and the world," says he ; " through the deep red 
deserts we will pierce to the great watershed, whence pour 
the mighty rivers of Africa." Through tribes on tribes, 
moving like an Apocalypse in a man, through forests, past 
the rich malachite mountains, clothes all torn and rent to 
pieces, a man and nothing more, going on, crying to 
civilisation in Europe, Gome hither ! come hither ! After 
wading through the long swamps, in the savage tribe of 
Sichele the whole night, this king of modem travellers 
made the rude man know the first sparks of the truth as 
it IS in Jesus. A man like this shows what the dynamic 
forces of our being are given to us for—" Grying, prepare 
ye in the desert a highway "—and we see that they are not 

m vam. The purpose over wHch the energy is expended 
crowns all. 

The romance of Travel and Adventure is a world large 
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enongh in itself for volumes. Every great traveller's life 
is a storehouse of romance ; still, not many careers have 
been more remarkable than that of the strange mounte- 
bank, the Hercules, -whom Mr. Salt, the distinguished 
African traveller, saw disporting his singular powers in 
some public street in Edinburgh. Mr. Salt was interested 
in him, talked with him, found him to be unfortunate, but 
not unworthy, and not long married to a pretty, modest, 
and interesting wife. The man's strength was prodigious, 
and Mr. Salt recommended him to a more congenial field for 
its display, and introduced him to the manager of Astley's 
Theatre. His strength was to be tried on more distin- 
guished scenes ; but this is the first we hear of the great 
Giovanni Belzoni, one of the travellers to whom we are 
most indebted for the discoveries of the antiquities of 
ancient Egypt. He was introduced to Mehemet Ali, and 
his course was clear ; he astonished the Mussulman by his 
prodigious feats of strength; he removed the sandhills 
covering old magnificent temples, and his wife worked 
with him. It was he who laid bare the great temple of 
Luxor, so long buried that even its existence was not sus- 
pected. No discoveries and excavations among ancient 
ruins ever have been more interesting and remarkable ; and 
not less remarkable his hair-breadth escapes from assassina- 
tion and treachery, and the astonishing way in which his 
Samson-like strength took vengeance on those who sought 
to injure him. Padua was his native city, and his fellow- 
citizens, who knew nothing of his greatness when he was 
living among them, when he returned prepared a 
triumphal entry for him, all the municipal authorities 
meeting him at the gate. He received scarce less honour 
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in London; but lie was impatient of Europe, and lie 
soon started ofE upon liis travels again, designing to 
reach Timbnctoo. But lie died on the way, and lies 
buried at the foot of a large tree near Gato. There is a 
tomb with an inscription over his remains, and an imposing 
statue of him at Padua. It is indeed a singular career, 
that of this strolling street mountebank, who became thus 
one of the most illustrious men of Europe. 

And what lives have been lost in travel! What 
explorers there have been who reached the end of their 
earthly destiny, we know not how ; only we know that . 
they faded from sight. Some, indeed, we have a know- 
ledge of ; their remains lie beneath the trees in the wilder- 
ness, the mound in the desert ; and others were strangely 
caught in soine primeval enchantment, and preferring 
the strange and half -savage freedom to the monotony of 
home civilisation, rested there. Jacques Compagnon left 
Senegal in 1758, under the auspices of the Duke de 
Choiseul, to explore the country north and east of Sene- 
gambia. He penetrated as far as the wooded desert of 
Simboni ; there he was heard of in 1760, and then he dis- 
appeared, never, it was supposed, to be heard of again. 
Ninety years passed away, and a certain M. de Gtiyza, a 
Hungarian explorer in Africa, came into the country of the 
Kommenis. He found these people to be a kind of semi- 
civilised race ; they had a kind of religion full of points of 
analogy with the Christian religion ; they had a language, 
an alphabet, and a mode of writing; and these were all 
derived from a great stranger, who appeared among them, 
remained many years with them, and died about the year 
1775. The memory of this blessed stranger is still revered 
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tlironghout the tribe as that of an awful sage, or good genius. 
This stranger, it is quite certain, was Jacques Compagnon. 
This was proved by a number of personal relics belonging 
to him, regarded bj the people as sacred, and among them 
was a quadrant with his name upon it, engraven in full. 
M. de Grajza ascertained that this sage was detained by 
the Kommenis in captivity, at last he became reconciled 
to it, and then he devoted himself to the work of 
instructing them in religion and in the useful arts. He was 
buried in one of their principal villages ; there a tomb 
marks out the place of his rest — a little conical stone mon- 
ument, with an inscription upon it in hieroglyphical 
characters. Such an end is certainly more pleasant and 
satisfactory to the imagination than some terminations to 
adventurous careers. 
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CHAPTER YI. 

THE ROMANCE OF HISTORIC NAMES. 

Many classifications of biography may be attempted with 
a view to the suggestion of its uses and value. There is, 
first, that large domain of biography, which may be called 
historical biography, which, indeed, merges itself into 
history. There are names to remove which from the 
historic chart would be altogether to interfere with the 
course of the historic river. It is in vain to speculate on what 
we might have been, if this man and that had not lived. 
It is enough for us to know that they did break up the 
existing landmarks of nations and ages. They, in fact, 
whenever they appeared, were a new element in society. 

To become this, it appears they were bom-their arm 
was strong — their eye was bright and clear. They could 
clearly see, and bravely do. In a more human light, in 
private, social relations, the less we inquire touching these 
persons the better. 

William the Norman was such a man : he courted his 
wife, Matilda of Flanders, by roUing her in the kennel, 
on the way from church — ^importunate lover ! 

Napoleon was a strong man. He would, when the King 
of Home was bom, gladly have sacrificed his wife, Maria 
of Austria, had it been necessary for one of the lives to be 
sacrificed. 
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Few of the men wliose names are historical bear a 
microscopic examination. Alfred stands almost alone in 
this respect. These men, these historical men, are the 
pillars of fire ; rajs dart out from them, illuminating a 
"whole territory — ^nay, a whole continent. The illumina- 
tion is not confined to extensive tracts of* country; it 
extends to remote time. This is history — a drama acted 
on the large stage of the world ; and in this sense many 
humbler lives than those of warriors and emperors are 
historic. 

Did Charlemagne strike out a more extensive range of 
conquests than Watt ? Did Rodolph, of Hapsburg, found 
a mightier empire than John Faust ? Did Napoleon efEect 
social revolutions more complete than Arkwright ? Great 
names do give their character to periods of time. And it 
has been said that every institution is the prolonged 
shadow of some great man. 

There is nothing in the political state of Continental 
Europe that does not remind us of Charlemagne : there is 
nothing in the local government of England that does 
not remind us of Alfred. And Louis IX. was one of the 
great names of historic biography. " He reformed from 
the centre outward," sitting upon the throne of Charle- 
magne, and resolutely defending that extended feudalism 
of which Charlemagne was the founder ; yet he broke up 
and destroyed its power. There are few greater names 
in history than that of Louis. What was the result of 
that protest against, and abolition of, the law of diffidation ? 
Louis was the peacemaker of all France in his day. To 
him and to his influence, the serenity of advancing civili- 
sation over the whole land during the Middle Ages may bo 
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traced. He was, in the truest sense of the word, a great 
man, a man of ideas. He himself struck a blow at the 
spirit of the Middle Ages, and he prepared the way for 
the most daring attacks upon the reign of universal 
despotism.. 

Names of this order represent ideas — ^vast ideas. Yet 
the mind and the life of the father of the Kevolution 
should be studied as far as possible bj itself. The state of 
empires should not be confused with the author of the 
greafc changes. Biography would lead us to an examina- 
tion of the individual character of this or that man ; 
would show us, in a measure, how it came to pass that he 
was thus forced out to action ; how he, of all men living, 
or of all kings living, became the founder of influences 
so vast. If the mind of a zodiac of kingdoms has been 
affected by the existence of that one mind, surely the study 
of that one must be a matter of no little importance. 

Biography, we said, a few pages back, was a museum. 
Yes, and there lie before us the memorials of every age, 
country, and race. The analytic process has not been very 
keenly applied to the papyri in this museum, or what a 
store of lessons might have been revealed ! What lessons 
are constantly being revealed in spite of the carelessness 
with which these pages are usually perused ? The analytic 
process applied to historic biography—simple enough- 
difficult enough— would lead to important conclusions, 
perhaps, in reference to the birth of nations ; it would ex- 
plain many incoherencies and difficulties in historic cha- 
iwjter. Mr. Sharon Turner has applied it thus, in his 
account of the life of Alfred ; and whatever may be the 
conclusions in our own mind as to the " Historic Doubts" 
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of Horace Walpolein his " Life of Bicbard III.," or as to 
Miss Halstead's life of the same personage, they both 
famish us with hints which may be profitably applied to 
the explication of other mysteries of history. Analytic bio- 
graphy rescues from contempt and dishonour many a name 
upon which popular prejudice has cast its revilements, 
and the same authority consigns many a boasted and 
heroic name to the pillory of everlasting shame and con- 
tempt. The illustrious and magnificent maiden, Joan of 
Arc, is proclaimed to all the prophetess and priestess, and 
real monarch of her country's liberties ; while it dooms 
Catherine de Medicis to perpetual infamy. Our literature, 
at present, is eminently characterised by analytic acumen 
in treating of historic character, and this not always from 
discovery of new facts in the chronicle of a life, but from 
the application of the experimentum cruets, the test of cha- 
racter to old records, the judging of characters, not in 
patches, but in their entireness ; not in fragments, but as 
wholes. Thus we have been compelled to re-read many 
ancient histories and to reconsider the pre-formed judg- 
ments upon many ancient men. 

We find by this verdict that Mahomet, no more than 
Cromwell, was the impostor we deemed him to be ; he was 
not an impostor, we fancy, to himself, and that is the test 
and the key to all imposture. We find that we have 
walked through the galleries of history under an illusion 
with reference to many of the master builders ; grateful 
for the hints of great critics, we have proceeded to apply 
this test of wholeness to monarchs and madmen, to pontifE 
and priest. There is nowadays no character too dignified 
to be brought beneath the compasses of criticism. 
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It is to this province of analytic biograpli j that we hand 
over these illnstrations which meet us in reference to race 
and its distinctions. Who does not hail with emotions of 
joy every word tending to show how near all the varieties 
of the human family are to each other, although the sun 
has painted a difEerent colour on the skin, and perhaps 
compelled also the pronunciation of a difEerent language ? 
Who does not hail these records of humanity which pro- 
claim that all these are brethren ? Biography has thus 
an ethnographical character and importance ! Know, 
there are difEerences between the Grecian and the Iberian, 
between the Swiss mountaineer and the Italian, between 
the North American Indian and the Mexican, between the ' 
Egyptian and the Hindoo. Biography notes to me the 
difference. What then ? Let us still travel on to note 
these points of difEerence or resemblance. If the men of 
these difEerent races will tell us their story, if they will 
show us how they lived, and, better still, how they thought, 
and, better still, how they loved, and hoped, and rejoiced, 
and feared, — perhaps the foundations upon which we may 
ascend to generalisations upon the whole conditions, cha- 
racter, and prospects of man may then be laid. When the 
proud Celt or Saxon, or, perhaps, some Yankee of the 
Southern States, talks of the inferiority of the African 
race, how well does the j^finger of analytic biography point 
to a score of illustrious names darting forth in the very- 
teeth of the bloodhounds who would hunt down the whole 
of the human family whose skin difEers from their own. 
Think of Toussaint L'Ouverture, in whose veins not a drop 
of other than African blood flowed — the Washington of 
Hayti ! It is to that baseness of birth that we mainly owe 
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oar ignorance of the life of tliis extraordinary man. The 
results of his powerful intellect, undoubted courage, and 
generous philanthropy could not be hid; but the same 
tyranny which meanly murdered him in a European 
dungeon, blotted out all the best sources of information as 
to the means by which he accomplished what he did. But 
the facts which are derived through this very enemy, un- 
smothered by avalanches of abuse, are quite sufficient for 
our purpose. 

*' Toussaint was bom on the plantation Noe, managed 
by M. Bayou de Libertas. His early years are said to be 
marked by an extraordinary evenness of temper and an 
enthusiastic benevolence towards, and wonderful control 
over, the brute animals which it was his business to tend. 
Though his master's name ought to have ensured him full 
opportunity to cultivate his mind, he seems to have been 
indebted to his own unaided and clandestine efforts for 
his education. A French writer reproaches M. Bayou de 
Libertas for his culpable negligence in not being aware 
that his slave had learned to read till he was familiar with 
the writings of the Abbe Baynal. His master, however, 
lived to see good reasons for not repenting of any kind- 
ness bestowed upon this slave. Toussaint did not join 
the negroes when they rose, in 1791, till he had seen his 
master and family safely embarked for the United Siates 
with liberal supplies. He then devoted himself to the 
cause of his brethren with such zeal, activity, and talents, 
that he ultimately secured from them the most cordial 
and universal obedience, and a respect little short of 
adoration. 
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" Complete emancipation was offered by the French 
Commissioners to all who wonld take np arms against 
the British invaders in 1793. It was with their charac- 
teristic energy and perseverance that the British attempted 
to wrest this opnlent colony from their old rivals, and 
re-establish the peace of that despotism which they con- 
sidered essential to the safety of their own West Indian 
possessions. And it was to the energy and superior mili- 
tary skill of Tonssaint that his countrymen owed the pre- 
servation of their newly-acquired liberty. The British 
were not compelled to retire till he was made general-in- 
chief and governor of the colony. 

"After the expulsion of the foreign foe, Toussaint 
applied himself to the arts of peace not less, successfully 
than he had done to those of war. We are assured by 
the most respectable French authorities, who were them- 
selves planters and eye-witnesses, that the colony under 
his government ' marched, as if by enchantment, toward 
its ancient splendour.' * The colony,* says another writer, 
'jQlourished under Toussaint. The whites lived happily 
and in peace upon their estates, and the negroes con- 
tinued to work for them.' No one who has not weighed 
the difficulties that lay before him can duly appreciate 
the honours which these facts throw upon the character of 
Toussaint. The field of his operations was a country deso- 
lated by seven years of fierce and complicated civil war, in 
which all the bad passions im human nature had burst into 
the wildest madness that oppression could drive them to, 
and had been urged on in the work of destruction by the 
most powerful foreign influence. Worse materials for 
the establishment pf peace, industry, and good govern- 
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ment could not well be imagmed. Yet Toussaint not 
only succeeded in governing the country, but he succeeded 
in attacbing to himself all the parties and castes into 
which its distracted inhabitants were divided. It was this 
very success which, doubtless, stirred up against him the 
wrath of Napoleon, leading to the suspicion, which was 
contraiy to fact, that it was the design to make the 
country independent of France. 

" The disgraceful expedition under Le Olerc is said to 
have been urged upon Buonaparte by the whites, who 
were dissatisfied by the loss of their slaves ; but these 
whites, it would seem, were chiefly those who had fled to 
France. Those who remained on the island till Toussaint 
rose to the government were mostly satisfied with the 
system of free labour, which, under his administration, 
was more profitable than the old slavery. On this point 
we have the best testimony that could be wished. The 
historian who was employed to lull the French people, 
solve the wounded fame and pride of Buonaparte for the 
defeat of Le Clerc and Bochambeau, and drown the cries 
of the widows and orphans of 60,000 Frenchmen, assigns 
the disafEections of the whites in the colony itself as one 
great reason of the failure. He says, * It would seem to 
be the natural course to organise into a national guard the 
inhabitants who were found in the towns on the arrival of 
the army, but there was not a man in whom any con- 
fidence could be placed. The .majority of the inhabitants 
of the towns loved the government of Toussaint, because 
he had gorged them with riches.' Again, in excusing 
Bochambeau for the same failure to avail himself of the 
aid of the colonial whites, he says, ' It may be said for 
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Ilim that lie conld not, any more than Captain-General Le 
Clerc, put confidence in the whites, the majority of the 
inhabitants of the towns monming, I repeat it, for the 
regime of Tonssaint, which had enriched them.' 

" Tonssaint is represented by those who knew him well, 
and had no reason to oyerrate his powers or his virtnes, 
as a man of deep sagacity and nntiring activity ; veracious 
to a proverb, humane and affectionate, extremely temperate 
and remarkably exalted above the vanity which prejudice 
aflSrms to be characteristic of his race. He slept little, 
ate sparingly, drank nothing but water, and habitually 
tired five secretaries in the transaction of his official busi- 
ness. In war he conquered by the foresight of his com- 
binations and the celerity of his movements. In peace 
he repressed opposition by listening to complaints and 
making it the interest of all parties to uphold the law. The 
same author, to whom we have already referred in describ- 
ing the system of Tonssaint in regard to the former slaves, 
who were required by law to work, says, * They had a 
fourth of the produce, which was too much.' So it seems 
he not only enriched the citizens of the towns, but the 
labourers. 

" Such was the man whom Buonaparte resolved to 
crush. But mark how he trusted to lying and treachery 
rather than to the valour of his bravest veterans. Le 
Clerc invaded St. Domingo with double the number of 
men Tonssaint had then at command. Yet he gained 
nothing in the field. At last, by deceitful proclamations 
and French gold, he allayed apprehension and cut the 
nerves of resistance, till Tonssaint, too honest to fathom 
the deceit of his foe, retired from public life to his plan- 



-^ --^^9iW«i«BHMBHaCHB9«l9i 



tation, upon tlie pledged faith of France that his peace 
should not be disturbed. His sword was no sooner 
sheathed than he f onnd himself a prisoner on the way to 
France. If the treatment of Napoleon at St. Helena 
showed how Europe feared his power, what are we to 
say of the confinement and starvation of Toossaint in the 
castle of Joux ? " 

Biographjrecords also those aberrations of passion which 
give a strange and fearful ellipsis to character, and its 
stories are often as wild and wonderful as imagination can 
conceive, or the power of tragic poetry depict. The soul 
of man under the dominion of a tyrant passion presents 
an awful picture ; Shakespeare has drawn such a picture 
in Macbeth, the spirit of man in the enchanted circle of 
the passions, the spirit mastered by one dominant passion, 
that most fearful of tyrannicides. In that tragedy the 
witches are personated suggestions, they are phantoms 
painted by a mind. Did not the great poet intend to 
teach — certainly he has taught us — that no promptings from 
our comrade or companion from without can have any 
power over us, unless previously there has been within us 
a chamber prepared for the evil guests ? That tragedy 
may almost be called the history of crime within the soul ; 
and very awful is the history. What makes the difference 
between this murder and the murder in the newspaper ? 
The latter is nearer to us, more real, and certainly moro 
likely to affect us strongly ; nevertheless, it does not so 
affect us, and the drama does. It is because the action in 
the drama is so mental or emotional. The horrible and 
terrifying minutiee are, indeed, all developed, yet we are 
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not aghast at the state of the castle, although its silence 
and its solitude do awaken strange tremors in the mind. 
But it is the terrible mental action that impresses us. We 
are appalled at the solitude to which the murderers are 
doomed — solitude, the worst punishment of the murderer ; 
for a man is never quite alone until he has committed that 
great and final crime. Macbeth illustrates the tyranny of 
thought, for thought becomes tyrannical as we indulge it ; 
thought, which supposes maturing plan, acts upon sugges- 
tions, and the vigour and the power of thought increase 
with every revolvement and indulgence. There is a 
parallel Between the Eumenides of the old Grreciaji tragedy 
and the more terrible furies of this tremendous piece ; we see 
the uncoiling of the snakes before the murder and after, 
while every state of mind brings a visit from the avenging 
furies. 

The German poet, Hoffman, has, in the history of the 
student Anselmo, recited in fable what many lives have 
realised in fact ; the poor youth was haunted by a per- 
petual sounding of crystal bells, a whispering of winds 
among the flowers and trees, a perpetual twittering of 
twigs, and a sheeny splendour as of wings among the 
leaves, till he looked up and saw three beautiful golden 
snakes twisting among the branches, and stretching out 
their heads to the eveniug sun. It was but a vision, and 
it faded, but he lived on the dream of its renewal, and 
went through the world shouting, *' Beautiful snakes, 
beautiful snakes." "The gentleman is ailing something," 
said a decent burgher's wife, returning from a walk with 
her family, as she saw Anselmo clasping the stem of a 
tree, and calling incessantly up the branches and leaves, 
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^* Oh, glitter and sHine once more, jou deao: gold snakes ! 
let me hear jonr little bell-voices once more ! look on me 
once more ! " Many maledictions were hurled upon him 
by those whom he upset in his quest. '^ Is the devil in 
JOU, sir P " said the steersman as they were crossing the 
river ; and in the evening garden the fireworks were shoot- 
ing off, but Anselmo exclaimed, " Ah ! is it jou again, my 
little gold snakes ? sing again, sing again, beautiful 
snakes," and he almost overset the boat. Very frequently 
the sudden ecstasy came upon him, even in companies in 
which it was very desirable to preserve the most perfect 
or studied equilibrium and propriety. In love, in the 
market, at the dining-table, he broke out into his spasms 
of rapture, "Ah! is it you again, sisterkin ?" The bush 
glowing with fire-flies before him seemed the home of his 
enchanter, and extorted the ejaculation, " Beautiful snakes ! 
sing again to my soul, beautiful snakes ! " 

A strangely stupid story of the wild Hofbnan, does the 
reader say ? Nay, but the poor student, Afiselmo, was 
but a picture of how many, especially of those who follow 
some beautiful snake through flood, through fire, who are 
the creatures of some strong passion, which works like an 
enchantment, and will not let them rest, which lures them 
to their destiny. The vision is to themselves ; others 
cannot see it, or they would be smitten with madness, too. 
A man beneath the influence of the strong passion of love, 
ambition, avarice, is like the student Anselmo, rushing 
through the world shouting for his beautiful snakes ; others 
hear not, he alone hears ; others see not, he alone sees ; 
what spell calls him forth, or beckons him on P The man 
to whom gold is a lust of gold for its own sake, he builds 

6—2 



84 ''mademoisills." 

not, lie enjoys not, he buys no book, no picture — a glitter- 
ing snake fascinates him; so mad ambition has ruled 
men who swept 

" Through slaughter to a throne^ 
And shut the gates of mercy oa mankind." 

The meanness of a Marlborough, or the magnificence of a 
Beckford, Swift the cynic, or Sterne the satirist —the 
secret of all their lives was in the snakes which bewitched 
Aoselmo. So men haunted by appearances, the apparitions, 
the fates of modem society, the men who must do as their 
neighbours do, a very mean kind of character ; men who 
live in pictures and carpets, in frippery and furniture, and 
find no enjoyment in it all, — in their small way they act 
the part of the student Anselmo— a tyrant passion has them 
in its grasp ; they are the victims of a fixed idea. 

Thus the romance of history is the romance of bio- 
graphy. What is history without biography? An ab- 
straction, a shade. Say that history is the succession of 
ideas, say tl^t it is the story of the race — it is all the 
same. Men are the lamps which light up the streets of 
history. This we have seen in what has been said already. 
But there are innumerable biographic incidents and cha- 
racters which really seem as if they were almost beneath 
the dignity of history ; and yet they had their effect, they 
played their part, and although of no great moment or 
account in the ultimate weight of circumstances, they were 
not only notable at the time but are rememberable now. 
Think of "Mademoiselle," as she was popularly called 
dunng the earlier and more exciting years of her life. 
Hers was a very extraordinary career, too, and certainly 
its spasmodic and yet brilliant and audacious commence- 
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ment propHesied anything rather than its tame and alto- 
gether uninteresting close. Mademoiselle Montpensier was 
cousin to Louis XIV. There can be little doubt that 
she wished to make herself of so much importance in 
the ridiculous and jet disastrous wars of the Fronde, that 
the king would feel compelled to marry her. And she 
was a dashing young beauty, too ; her striking portrait on 
horseback, in one of the upper galleries of Versailles, very 
abundantly proves that. In Paris she was the animating 
spirit of the entire conflict ; it is curious to think that a 
young girl could attain the distinction to which she 
really attained. There was no principle among any of the 
actors on that stage, and therefore in this particular she 
was not worse than the rest. It was a wild mingling of 
parties, and it is scarcely necessary at all to attempt to 
describe the relations of one to the other. Generally, it 
may be said, none of them knew what they were about, 
only that each party and each person did that which was 
right in his or her own eyes ; and of this number certainly 
was Mademoiselle Montpensier. She was an amazing 
egotist, and with all her agility seems to have been very 
little more than the dupe of Mazarin. She was ambitious 
to marry either the king (Louis XIV., then quite a boy), or 
the Emperor of Germany, which last event seemed more 
probable ; but it was her fate, after riding on a whirlwind, 
if not directing the storm, yet, being a sort of " stormy 
petrel " in the midst of it, to sink down into the most 
commonplace of marriages, even almost to a contemptible 
existence. She marched in person at the head of troops ; 
she took Orleans ; she gave battle to Turrene, suffering 
indeed defeat, but she afterwards took the Bastile, and, 
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seizing the cannon, turned them upon the forces of the 
king. At last she was compelled to resign) her laurels, 
and was banished from Paris to her estates. Here, mat- 
ters being acconmiodated between herself and her cousin, 
she refused the hand of the Archduke, the King of 
Portugal, the King of England, and at the age of forty- 
five fell in love with a man almost beneath her notice, 
a certain M. de Lauzum, a captain of the guard. First, 
the king sanctioned the proposed marriage, then with- 
drew his sanction. Then, on her agreeing to surrender 
a large portion of her estates to the king, a secret mar- 
riage which she had contracted with her lover was 
, acknowledged. He treated her after marriage with the 
low brutality of coarse and vulgar minds, but, with the 
love of a generous woman, she forgave him very much 
of that ungenerosity and meanness with which he re- 
turned her affection, until one day, coming from the 
chase, he called to her, *'Henriette de Bourbon, come 
and take off my boots." Still the unhappy wife 
remonstrated more against his cruelty to her, than 
against the impropriety of his behaviour to a prin- 
cess. He kicked her. The spirit of the lady was 
roused, and by virtue of her rank she was able to com- 
mand him from her presence ; nor would she see him 
again. Her memoirs, in six volumes, form one of the 
most interesting pieces of that kind of narrative in which 
French writers, and especiaUy of that time, excel. The 
brilliant and audacious girl who had taken cities, held 
Turrene in check, conquered Paris, sank into aUttle, simple, 
deaf old lady, with tastes, however, which m^ke us love 
her and respect her, even more in her extreme old age 



CAMILLUS. 87 

tlian when upon her war horse she laughed at the king 
and defied Mazarin. Her life we may cite as an illustration 
of many which caused for a time a strong sensation, bnt 
neither effected anything, nor left behind any consequences 
to follow their career. 

No times seem to be destitute of the records of men 
who have become great to us, because the day at last 
dawned when their worth was understood and appre- 
ciated. Thus it is pleasant to think of Camillus, the 
great Eoman, and[the achievement which makes him to us 
most venerable and memorable. 

While the city of Bome was agitated by many disputes, 
a war arose between the Bomans and the Ealerians, which 
again called Camillus into active service. He had laid 
siege to the city, and was preparing his lines of circum- 
vallation, when a Falerian schoolmaster ofEered to betray 
into his hands the children of the Falerian nobility, who 
had been entrusted to his care. Camillus ordered the 
traitor to be seized, bound, and whipped back to the city 
by his own scholars. The* Falerians were so struck with 
his magnanimous refusal to take advantage of treason, that 
they sent an embassy to Eome, soliciting peace, which they 
easily obtained. 

But the disappointment of the soldiers, who had ex- 
pected to share the plunder of Falerii, added greatly to the 
unpopularity of Camillus, and his enemies ventured to 
accuse him of pecculation before the assembly of the 
people. The rage of parties ran so high that Camillus 
resolved not to wait the event of a trial, but went into 
voluntary exile. He could not forbear uttering an impre- 
cation against the ingratitude of his countrymen, as he 
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passed tlirough the gates ; he then proceeded to the resi- 
dence he had chosen, and learned that he had been 
condemned to an immense fine, in consequence of his 
absence. 

And while jon behold him thus in adversity and exile, 
contemplate him approaching Rome when the hoof of the 
invading Graul was upon her ; see him enter the Capitol, 
while the very gold was being weighed down to the bar- 
barian hosts, by which Bome was to be redeemed ; and, as 
he spnmed the hordes of the invaders, behold the true 
illustration of a great man, seizing the great opportunity, 
and bome on high to fame, because interpreting the criti- 
cal event in the right moment of time. Or think of Alaric. 
What! and who was he but a magnified barbarian? Vainly 
had he lived had he been alone ; he was terrible because 
he represented innumerable hordes of men like himself. 
The cruelty of Rome excited the fury of Alaric and his 
Goths ; it was the massacre of the thousands of the Goths 
by the Romans, as by a common signal, in one day, while 
aU their fortunes were plimdered. 

Thirty thousand warriors were thus made the deadly 
enemies of the Roman name, and urged by every motive 
to labour for its destruction. They had not long to wait 
for a leader. Alaric &ipon recrossed the Alps, and they at 
once ranged themselves under his standards. Honorius 
shut himself up in Ravenna, but Alaric would not waste 
time on the siege ; he pushed forward without encounter- 
ing any opposition, and soon pitched his camp imder the 
walls of Rome. 

More than six centuries had elapsed since a hostile army 
had been seen from the ramparts of the " Eternal City,*' 
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as it was f ondl j designated in the age of its glory ; bat 
daring that interval it had lost everything from which the 
real secority of the State is derived. The population of 
Borne was now a mere rabble, composed of various tribes 
and nations, with scarce a single family that coald trace 
its genealogy to the age of the Eepablic. Yice and pro- 
fligacy of the worst description pervaded every rank of 
society ; the very name of patriotism was forgotten. Alaric 
was allowed to blockade the city without opposition. The 
Romans had not courage to attempt a sally ; they hoped 
to receive aid from Bavenna, but Honorius was too much 
occupied in providing for his own security to attempt the 
deliverance of his subjects. Famine at length arose in the 
city, all resources were cut off, and horrors increased with 
frightful rapidity. Plague, the usual attendant of famine, 
next appeared, and the citizens perished by thousands. At 
length, deputies were sent to the Gothic camp, to treat 
about the terms of ransom. They were received by Alaric 
with courtesy, and directed to state their terms. With 
pompous parade which, under the circumstances, was per- 
fectly ludicrous, they demanded a fair and honourable- 
capitulation, in consequence of the skill, the valour, and 
the number of the Boman citizens. Alaric replied, " The 
thicker the hay, the easier it is mowed ; " a rustic meta- 
phor which his attendants hailed with shouts of applause. 
The abashed deputies requested that he would then fix his 
own terms. He demanded, ^' All the gold and silver in 
Borne, all the precious moveables, and all the slaves who 
can prove their claims to the title of barbarians." 
" What, then, will you leave us ? " asked the deputies. 
** Tour lives," was the brief and stem reply. Less severe 
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terms were subsequently granted, but large sums were 
sacrificed, and the respite thus obtained was brief as it was 
inglorious. 

But not to notice the history of the warriors, but the 
dependency of the men upon the outer elements of society 
for its success — ^this is our object now. The course of 
Alaric and all his conquests develop this. It is revealed 
by his progress in life, and his extraordinary burial in 
death. He j)assed without opposition through the south 
of Italy, and was about to embark for Sicily, when he 
suddenly sickened and died. His soldiers buried him in 
a most extraordinary manner ; they made their captives 
change the course of a river, and interred him with his 
richest trophies in the vacant bed. They then directed the 
waters once more to their accustomed bed, and by a ruth- 
less massacre of the prisoners engaged in the task, con- 
cealed for ever the grave of the mighty Alaric. 

It would be interesting, too, to linger over the exploits of 
the great Atala, and to behold *' a rabble of kings," in the 
words of his historian, "waiting on him as satellites." 
We might read the same lesson from innumerable bio- 
graphies, and we do not intend to preach the entire 
captiviiy of man to circumstances when we point it oat. 
But let it be noted — the general alone is not great ; there 
is greatness concealed as well as exhibited ; there is the 
greatness of the unknown and obscure, as well as the well- 
known and celebrated. Over the achievements of most 
men we are compelled to drop the pall, or time drops it 
for us ; but the men who pass from beyond our vision were 
they who gave to the great man his celebrity and his 
renown. What, then, do we make of this fact ? Is not 
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this the lesson, tliat in proportion to the diffusion of worthy 
thoughts throngh the multitndes, will thej demand tml j 
great and worthy leaders over a people baptized with peace ? 
It will be impossible to elevate the military despot to 
chieftainship and monarchy over a people whose tastes are 
sublimed by virtue and ennobled by goodness and piety ; 
it will be impossible to elevate the vicious and libidinous 
to authority and empire. If the great men of a nation 
represent the tastes, character, and tendencies of a people, 
then by all means it seems desirable not to pray for one 
great man, but to set in operation those causes which may 
produce the greater number of good men. The many good 
men will elevate the pre-eminently good man, and make 
him their great man. And thus we shall change the tone 
of the world's homage — ^thus we shall not only by-and-bye 
raise up a dynasty renowned for its goodness, but the 
sickly admiration wherewith men have been accustomed 
to rest upon the spectacle of moral deformity, because 
associated with intellectual eminence, will cease. The 
homage will be rendered, but the objects of the homage 
will be men of a different proportion to those of the old 
day. They will stand upon a different pedestal — they will 
hold their place by a different tenure — their suffrages will 
be won from the holy and the good, and their eminence 
will be derived from their blessing, and not from their 
cursing, man. 

And for this reason it is that we read with pleasure of 
Chosroes I. or Nushirvan, the great and just emperor 
of Persia. Nushirvan is highly extolled by the oriental 
writers for his love of justice ; and we shall select a few 
anecdotes both to illustrate his character and give our 
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readers an example of the habits of thouglit among Eastern 
anthors. The king used to give the following cnrions 
accoimt of the manner in which his mind became first 
impressed with a sense of eqnity : — " I one day, when a 
youth, saw a man throw a stone at a dog and break the 
animal's leg; a moment afterwards a horse passed, and 
with a kick broke the man's leg ; and this animal had only 
galloped a short distance when its foot sunk into a hole, 
and its leg was broken. I gazed with wonder and awe, 
and have since feared to commit injustice." The ambas- 
sadors from Constantinople, admiring the prospects from 
the windows of the royal palace, remarked an uneven 
piece of ground, and asked the reason why it was not 
levelled. " It is the property of an old woman," said one 
of the Persian nobles, " who has objections to sell it, though 
often requested by our sovereign, and he would rather 
have his prospects spoiled than be guilty of violence.' 
" That uneven spot," continued the speaker, " consecrated 
as it is by justice, appears to us more beautiful than any 
other part of the landscape." 

iN^ushirvan, while hunting, became desirous of eating 
some of the venison in the field ; his attendants went to a 
neighbouring village, and forcibly seized salt for the 
royal use. When the meat was served, the king, having 
learned how the salt was procured, instantly ordered pay- 
ment to be made. Then, addressing his attendants, he 
said, *' This is in itself a trifling matter, but in reference 
to me it is one of great importance. A king should be 
invariably just, because he is an example to his subjects ; 
should he be criminal in trifles, they will become altogether 
dissolute. If I cannot make my subjects just in the 
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smallest things, I will at least show them that it is 

possible to be so." 

The following inscription is said to have been engrared 

on the diadem of Nushirvan : — 

" Why should we boast of life and fame. 
Since heirs to both, with pressing claim. 

Fast on our footsteps tread ? 
I, like my fathers, wear a crown. 
And I, like them, must lay it down. 

And mingle with the dead." 

We hope to be pardoned that we insert here his advice to 
his son, Hormnz, whom he designed for his successor 
before his death. Ebiving made peace with Borne, he sent 
for his son, and addressed him in the following words : — 

" I, Nushirvan, the possessor of the kingdoms of Persia 
and India, address these last words to mj son Hormnz, 
that they may be a lamp to him in the days of darkness, 
a guide through the deserts of life, a beacon when he 
navigates the tempestuous seas of this world. When these 
eyes, which even can scarcely bear the solar light, are 
closed, let him be seated on my throne, and let his lustre 
be equal to the splendour of the illuminating orb : but let 
him remember, in the midst of his greatness, that kings 
rule not for themselves but for their people, and that they 
are, with respect to them, what the heavens are to the 
earth. Can the earth be fruitful if the heavens pour not 
upon it the fertilising rain and dew ? Let all thy subjects, 
my son, share in thy benefactions — those who are nearest 
thee first, and the others successively, even to the greatest 
distance. It might be a mark of too much pride were I to 
propose myself to thee as an example ; but I will remind 
thee of that which has been an example to me. Behold 
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the sun ; it visits every part of the globe ; it is sometimes 
visible, and sometimes hidden from our sight, because 
every region partakes of its splendonr and is cherished by 
its beams. Enter not any province, bat with a prospect 
of benefiting its inhabitants ; neither quit it, unless with a 
view of doing good elsewhere. The evil-doers must be 
punished, to them the sim of majesty is eclipsed ; the good 
merit encouragement, and should experience its orient 
glories. As that brilliant lumiaary unweariedly fulfils the 
purposes for which it was created, do thou always act as a 
king, in order that thou mayest be revered as a king. My 
son, often offer thy homage to the Supreme Being, and 
implore His aid; but bow not before the footstool of 
Omnipotence with an impure mind. Do the do^s enter 
thy temple? Should evil lusts' be admitted into the 
temple of thy soul? If thou shalt observe this rule 
diligently, thy prayers shall be heard ; the devices of thine 
enemies shall be confounded; thy friends shall be ever 
faithful; thou shall give delight to thy subjects, and 
receive it from them in turn. Do justice, humble the 
insolent, relieve the distressed, comfort the broken-hearted, 
love thy children, protect learning, follow the advice of 
thine aged counsellors, sufEer not the young rashly to 
interfere with the affairs of the State, let the good of thy 
subjects be ever thine object and thine aim. Farewell ! I 
leave thee a great kingdom, which thou mayest preserve 
by obedience to my precepts, but which thou shalt 
certainly lose if thou lendest thine ear to opposite 
counsels." 

These were the last words of Nushirvan, the most beloved 
prince of his age, whose reputation survives to this hour. 
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in the works of all the Eastern historians, in the treatises 
of their moralists, and, above all, in the writings of their 
poets. 

How pleasant it is to allow the mind to move aronnd the 
memory of men like Chosroes ! The biographies of kings 
do not reveal to ns many such names, and his whole life 
appears to be, as far as that of a king can be consistent : 
consistent with the spirit of his advice given to his son. 
Is it not, then, one of the uses of biography, that it reveals 
to us that excellence and goodness are the property, 
exclusively, of no particnlar class of men ? They are the 
inheritance of all who strive after them. We often speak 
as if certain posts and stations excluded those occupying 
them from the attainment of eminence in goodness, as if 
some men were fenced round with barricades so high and 
towering that the beautiful and the true, and the truly 
human, could not surmount them. The contraction of our 
own thought would lead us to behold almost the very pos- 
sibilities of goodness only in our own limited circle. Now, 
the biographies of men who developed the light of good- 
ness in very unlikely situations, produce grateful and most 
salutary impressions upon the soul. We find that the 
spirit of God — ^for all goodness is only the light of God — 
is within the human soul ; we find that the spirit of God 
is far more widely diffused over our race than we at first 
supposed ; we find, in short, that no spot is so secluded or 
so inaccessible that the holy beauty of Divine truth and 
gentleness may not pierce through, reach it, and 
irradiate it. 

A very different life, indeed, to this is that of another 
imperial person not so well known, the Emperor Jahan- 
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gueir.* His autobiograpliy, translated from tlie Persian, 
and published some years since, reads like another chapter 
or story from the " Arabian Nights Entertainments." 
Fancy Mr. Bepys as a Persian emperor, and the reader 
may form some idea of his astonishing memoirs. In a 
wild romance of passionate love he made the celebrated 
Noor Mahil, the Light of the Seraglio, his wife or Noor 
Jahaim, that is, the Light of the Empire, and her life had 
been, and continued to be, as wild a romance as his own. 
Jahangueir was the son of a man as remarkable as himself 
— the Emperor Baber. Altogether the whole autobiography 
of this singular being is a strange romantic gleam from 
wonderland, a life upon a stupendous scale in which, as 
we have said, Mr. Samuel Pepys appears before us with 
something of the superaddition of Charles of Sweden. 

After all, there is in some particulars scarcely a more 
remarkable historical name than that of the Duke of 
Wellington. We do not attach to his name, as to the 
names of Charles, Alexander, and others, the epithet, 
" The Great." He does not seem great as Napoleon was 
great ; his character looks like that of Washington, only 
it had a much larger and more splendid field for its mani- 
festation. Perhaps the world never had so pure, certainly 
no purer, great man. How Marlborough disgusts while 
we look at him by his successor's side ! Napoleon is said to 
have remarked upon Wellington, that he was his equal in 
everything, but his superior in prudence. What disap- 
points many readers is to find his life devoid of passion, 

• This entertaining document may be known through Memoirs 
of the Emperor Jahangueir written by hunself > and translated from 
a Persian manuscript by Major David Price, of the Bombay Army, 
1829. 
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velienience, imagination. The whole man looked out upon 
us, as we were wont to see him, so faimliarlj once in 
London streets. Everybody knew the Duke ; the Duke 
on horseback — why, it was a sight as well known 
and as easily to be encountered as the sight of St. PauFs 
or Westminster Abbey. That severe, calm, but kindly 
and courteous, venerable face, it really seems to stand 
highest of all the g^rand historic names. All the others 
have some sin to be apologised for or extenuated ; in 
"Wellington we know of none for which a countryman has 
to blush. And his splendid career closed very early. In 
the very prime of life he sunk, as compared with the 
immense field over which he had moved, into the sphere of 
a private gentleman. Thirty-seven years he lived after 
his last great victory of "Waterloo. Certainly, he was 
never anything but a soldier; the principles of his 
life were discipline, obedience, duty; he was probably 
a man with no nice conscientious scruples, while, at tlio 
same time, to him everything personally dishonourablo 
was abhorrent and repugnant ; he could not comprehend a 
civilian's desires or a civilian's duties, and would have 
reduced all society to the routine of a camp or a barracks. 
This brought him into collision with the English people 
upon the occasion of the passing of the Reform Bill, when 
they smashed all his windows at Apsley House — an act 
which he visited with the contemptuous response of keeping 
them closed always afterwards. On the popular side, how- 
ever, the memory of that moment passed away; and, as we 
have already said, no great name ever gathered around it, 
and retained to the close, such a uniformity of mild and 
yet sufficiently overpowering splendour as that of the Iron 

7 
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Duke. It has been said of him, that for him Fortune checked 
her wheel and became stationary, and that it may be possible 
to find in history parallel for his deeds, but none for his con- 
tinued prosperity. One writer recapitulates the instances — 
" Croesus has passed into a proverb ; Alexander was cut 
short in his unequalled course ; Gsosar was killed in the 
Capitol ; Goriolanus was banished ; Marius escaped from a 
dungeon ; Scipio was driven into private life ; Epami- 
nondas, Gfustavus, and !N'elson died in the moment of their 
greatest ketones ; Hannibal was compelled to suicide ; 
Belisarius became a beggar; Sejanus, the all-powerful 
favourite, was strangled ; Buckingham, the great favourite, 
was assassinated ; Wolsey and Marlborough disgraced ; 
Charles XII. fell doubtfuUy before an obscure fortress ; and 
Napoleon died, a broken-hearted exile, on the ,rock of St. 
Helena; only the star of Wellington always continued 
lustrous and never paled. And at last it set, if it can be 
said to set, unclouded, an exception, an example, and a 
moral." 

Bomance has no more singular transmutations than 
those which occur in the annals of real history or bio- 
graphy ; surely, men who have been suddenly whisked, as 
by the wave of an enchanter's wand, from humblest 
poverty to places of empire, from the lowest obscurity to 
be the cynosure for the eyes of all the world, realise the 
queer experience of a Sancho Panza, or the merry trans- 
mogrification of Christopher Sly : — 

Sly : For Qod's sake^ a pot of small ale. 
Ist Servant : Will 't please your lordship drink a cup of sack ? 
2nd Servant: Will't please your honour taste of these con- 
serves? 
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3rd Bervant :, What zadment will your honour wear to-day ? 

Sly : I am Christopher Sly. Gall not me — ^honour nor lordship ; I 
ne'er drank sack in my life ; and if you give me any conserves, 
give me conserves of beef. Ne'er ask me what raiment 111 wear, 
tor I have no more doublets than backs, no more stockings than 
legs, nor no more shoes than feet; nay, sometime, more feet than 
shoes, or such shoes as my toes look through the overleather. 

Lord : Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour ! 
O, that a mighty man of such descent. 
Of such possessions, and so high esteem. 
Should be infused ifAth so foul a spirit ! 

Sly : What ! would you make me mad ? Am not I Christopher 
Blj, old Sly's son, of Burton Heath ; by birth a pedlar, by education 
a cardmaker, by transmutation a bear-herd, and now by present 
profession a tinker? Ask Manau Hacket, the fat ale-wife of 
Wincot, if she know me not ; if she say I am not fourteen pence on 
the score for sheer aJe, score me up for the lyingest knave in 
Christendom. 

Am I a lord? And have I such a lady ? 
Or do I dream, or have I dream'd till now ? 
I do not sleep : I see, I hear> I speak; 
I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things. 
Upon my life, I am a lord indeed ; 
And not a tinker, nor Christopher Sly. 
Well, bring our lady hither to our sight ; 
And, once again, a pot o' the smallest ale. 

Many have been the stories of such sing^nlar transmuta- 
tions ; none more singular than that great mystery of 
literary disputation, and curiosity of old literature, the 
metamorphosis of Apulius. It very likely gave the hint 
to Shakespeare for the singular metamorphosis of 
Bottom in the Midsummer NigMa Dream, The hero 
wished to be changed into a bird, and, behold, ho was 
changed into something else. Grladly seizing a pot of 
magical ointment, which was to do wonders for him, but 
what wonders he little dreamed or desired, he says: 

7—2 



100 THE. LEGEND OF THE GOLDEN ASS. 

^' Elated at the sight of the precious treasure I kissed the 
box several times, and uttering repeated aspirations in 
hopes of a prosperous flight, I stripped ofE all mj clothes 
as quick as possible, dipped my fingers greedily into the 
box, and having thence extracted a good large lump of 
ointment, rubbed it all over my body and limbs. When I 
was thoroughly anointed I swung my arms up and down 
in imitation of the movement of a bird's pinion, and con- 
tinued to do so a little while ; when, instead of any per- 
ceptible token of feathers or wings making their appear- 
ance, my own skin, alas, grew into a hard leathern hide 
covered with bristly hair ; my fingers and toes disappeared, 
the palms of my hands and the solef^ of my feet became 
firm solid hoofs, and from the end of my spine a long tail 
proceeded ; my face was enormous, my mouth wide, my 
nostrils gaping, my lips pendulous, and I had of im- 
moderately long, rough, hairy efiirs ; in short, when I came 
to contemplate my transformation to its full extent, I found 
that, instead of a bird, I had become changed into an ass" 
Certainly, apart from all considerations of the mystery and 
the meaning of the book, it is very instructive. 

But certainly many great and wonderful metamor< 
phoses in history have been of a very different description. 
Think of Pope Sextus V., the last of the really great 
popes. He was a swineherd, discovered in a lucky chance 
by a monk, keeping his pigs on a moor, and long before he 
reached the prime of life, holding the keys and crozier of 
Peter and Bome. The epigrammatic sentence of Gibbon, 
alluding to the birth of Bienzi, the last of the Tribunes, is 
well known: " In a quarter of the city, which was inha- 
bited only by mechanics and Jews, the marriage of an 
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innkeeper and a washerwoman produced the future de- 
liverer of Rome." Eiienzi himself, however, believed 
that he was the illegitimate son of his predecessor, the 
Emperor Henry VII. From either point of view the 
stoiy is a romantic one. Its outlines, as given, bj the 
Tribune himself, are something as follows: When 
Henry VII. went up to be crowned, May, 1312, at Home, 
the church of St. Peter, in which the coronation ought 
to have taken place, was in the power of the adverse 
party, the Boman Ouelphs and the King of Apulia. 
Strong barricades and defences separated the two parts of 
the city. Henry, therefore, was compelled to hold his 
coronation in the church of St. John, Lateran. He was 
extremely anxious, however, to pay his devotions before 
he left Home, at the shrine of St. Peter, and in the church 
in which the coronation of the Emperors usually took 
place. He put on the dress of a pilgrim, and in this dis- 
guise, with a single attendant, he passed into the church 
of St. Peter. A report spread abroad that the Emperor 
had passed the barriers in secret. The gates and barri- 
cades were instantly closed, and a herald was sent out to 
put the whole Guelphist's faction on their guard, and to 
ofEer a large reward for his capture. As soon as the 
Emperor and his attendant perceived this they stole 
hastily along a street by the bank of the river, and 
finding all the passages shut, under pretence of going 
in to drink, they took refuge in the house or small inn 
kept by the elder Eienzi and his wife. There they got 
possession of a small chamber, and lay concealed for ten 
or fifteen days. The Emperor's attendant went out 
to procure provisions. In the meantime the landlady, 
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wlio was jotmg and handsome, "ministered to the Em- 
peror," to quote Rienzi's own words, " as their handmaids 
did to holy David and the righteous Abraham." But as 
there is nothing hidden that does not come to light, when 
his mother found out the high rank of her* lover, she could 
not help, like a very woman, telling the secret to her par- 
ticular female friend, and the rumour thus got abroad. 
On her death-bed she confessed the whole to her priest. 
After his mother's death, Eiienzi was sent by his reputed 
father to Anaqui, and there he remained until his twenj;ieth 
year. Upon his return, the story was told him. Out of 
respect to his mother's memory, he says, he was always 
impatient of the scandal, but he always believed it in his 
heart. He felt the imperial blood stirring in his veins ; 
he disdained his plebeian life, and dreamed of honours and 
glories fer above his lowly condition. He sought instruc- 
tion ; he read and studied history, and he tried to realise 
in actions the lofty lessons of books, and the impulses of 
his imperial birth."* It is a singular story. Some of 
Eienzi's recent biographers, as Dr. Felix Fapincordt, 
object to its being believed ; but whether the entire story 
be true or false, nothing can add to the wonder of the 
story of Rienzi's whole career — ^the theme of history, 
. fiction, drama, and poem. 

* See a very interesting paper> "Bienzi and his Times/' 
Quarterly Beview, Vol. 69. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE STOET OF JOAN OF AEC : THE EOMANCE OF PATEIOTISM. 

If England must bear a large sliare of the sliame of lier 
martyrdom, the children of England have, at any rate, 
shown the most various anxiety for the right vindication 
of the memory of the immortal Maid. We all know her 
story from onr childhood ; she is one of the darlings of 
history ; the warm instincts of yonng readers go out to 
embrace her, and to believe in her ; the successive recita- 
tions of her brief, brave, and brilliant career do not add 
very much to our knowledge, — the outline facts are always 
the same, but hers is one of those stories of magnanimity 
and martyrdom which one never wearies of reading ; it is 
like a fine piece of old music, an ancient song to which 
great composers, from age to age, set the varying accom- 
paniments of their genius ; it is like the portrait of some 
illustrious character, beheld upon the different canvases of 
Titian, or Velasquez ; Vandyke, or Beynolds ; the same, 
but beheld through different tints and tones of colour. 
We owe it very much as a duly to the spiritual in human 
nature, never to let that story grow stale or old ; if any- 
thing human can ever convince the sceptic of our near 
neighbourhood to an unseen world of spiritual might and 
power, or of the capacity of the poor nature we bear for 
high unselfishness ; if any stoiy can fire young minds to 
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faitli in purity, in noble and holy purpose, it is the story 
of that poor peasant-girl, who, with nothing that we call 
education, received lessons from an immediate ministration 
of inward light ; who, '^ out of weakness was made strong, 
waxed valiant in fight ; turned to flight the armies of the 
aliens " ; delivered her country ; settled the right of royal 
succession; acknowledged, and put the crown upon the 
head of her uncrowned king ; and finished her course at a 
stake, high as the roofs of the houses of Eouen, amidst the 
flames, with the name of Jesus, the last word on her lips, 
and a broken crucifix, improvised by a soldier at the 
moment from a piece of wood, pressed to her breast ; the 
unquestioned marvel, almost the miracle, of these later 
ages, — the strong and beautiful Maid of Domremy ! 

Our readers may gather that we are in no mood to stint 
our homage: in truth, every successive deeper insight 
into the facts of the times, and the life, only seem to invest 
it with a deeper cloud of glory and splendour. ^' Some* 
traits,*' says Miss Parr, in her '^ Life and Death of Jeanne 
d'Arc," " will be found in the character of the Maid which 
a sentimental tenderness has commonly slurred over, re- 
garding them as blemishes." We confess, however, that 
we are unable to find any such traces, and we quite believe 
with Miss Parr, that "the truth of a nature so loyal, 
religious, and pure, is more touching with its rudenesses 
and its shadows upon it, than with any glosses overlaying 
them." But, really, among all the great characters of his- 
tory, perhaps this girl shines most without- a shadow. If 
she had an enthusiasm mystical and grand, by which alone, 
indeed, she .could be sustained through her matchless 
work, her next chief characteristic seems to have been her 
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extraordinaiy , plain, practical good sense, both in what she 
dictated to the statesmen about her, and in what she deter- 
mined as wisest for the protection of her own integrity 
and maidenhood. 

We are glad, then, that in onr literature her name is 
worthily enshrined. Her own country, if we except the 
magnificent statue in YersaiUes, — a priceless gem of art, 
by a princess, Mary of Wurtemberg, — and Michelet's 
splendid corruscation of prejudices about her, in his 
histoiy of France, has done less to vindicate her memory 
than either England or Grermany ; less, if we except the 
bulky and almost uncountable volumes of collections of 
French documents and memoirs, published by the Society 
of the History of France. It was appropriate and natural 
that Voltaire should assail her memory with the ribaldry 
of his pen ; yet, even he, in his celebrated essay, attempts 
to do her a justice in compensation for the enormous 
wickedness of his drama. It is, perhaps, not wonderful 
that the genius of Shakespeare seemed to desert him in 
the well-known scene in which he iutroduces the Maid in 
" Henry the Sixth." Schiller desired to do her homage, 
but his " Maid of Orleans " is singularly unworthy of the 
author of " Wallenstein " and the " Piccolomini." He 
surely quite missed the way of his genius when he 
entangled her, who has ever since, by almost all writers, 
been called *' The inspired Maid," in the toils and weak- 
nesses of a human passion. Her passion was her monarch 
and her country ; and we fancy, had she come to scruti- 
nise with her mere woman's eye the courtiers and soldiers 
by whom she was surrounded, they would have seemed to 
her but poor things — as in truth, they seem to us. And the 
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impetaositj, the contradictory and inyolved veliemence, 
the nncertainty and irresolution of her character, as drawn 
by Schiller, have no warrant at all in that directness of 
purpose with which she kept to her mark in her hours of 
success, and that saintly and patient calm, only reheved 
by the sprightly sallies of wit, good sense, and even good 
humour, with which she wore her heavy chains in suffer- 
ing. EobertSouthey'spoemisanepicfandifithavefar 
fewer marks of the highest order of genius than Schiller's 
drama, it is more worthy of the subject, and sustained by 
a far purer conception of the character. We need not 
refer to the novels and nouveUettes, in whose pages she 
has been made the heroine. But, when recapitulating the 
names of those who have done her honour, we must not 
forget the singularly beautiful and admirable resume of 
Earl Stanhope, published in the Quarterly Bemew, in 1842. 
That paper was pervaded by a calm, but elevated, enthu- 
siasm for the heroine, and while De Quincy's brilliant 
rhapsody rose like a chant or song to her memory. Earl 
Stanhope's monograph was unquestionably the most wise 
and able summary of opinion and fact available for 
general readers, until the publication of the two volumes 
to which we have referred, from the graceful pen of 
Miss Parr. 

For an adequate estimate of the /work Joan of Arc did, 
a reader should link her stoiy with the bef ore-and-after of 
French history. Those who have not done this are in 
danger of falling into what, we believe, is a popular 
delusion, of regarding her as a brilliant, but ineffective, 
apparition; a vehement, buti momentai^y, spasm in the 
affairs of France. This was not the case. We have often 
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thought how chaoTnizLg the task would be, how well it 
would repay the most curious researches of scholarship, 
the most fervid and affluent possessions of genius, if they 
were bestowed on a full-length delineation of the times of 
Charles YII., of France. It seems the ages of nations 
must be named after kings, however weak and worthless 
the king may be ; certainly it would not be easy to find a 
weaker or more unkingly-looking king, whether in person 
or power, than Charles VII. His reign and age, however, 
formed an important turning-point in the history and 
destinies of France. In various periods of his life, he had 
the fortune to find his throne and person surrounded by 
illustrious characters and advisers : and the events of his 
reign were of eminent interest. England seemed very 
likely to wring France from herself, and to make her an 
appendage of the English crown ; the victories of Agin- 
court and Poictiers, &o., had been achieved : Henry V. 
was just dead, but English amis were in the fuU flush of 
their splendour and victory ; the conquerors had become 
audacious, and regarded themselves as possessors of 
France ; the regents of the boy king, Henry YI., were 
claiming the crown of France for him, and giving to the 
poor iU-starred little lad, partly in the assertion of the 
right of his mother, Margaret, but principally in the faith 
in their own victories, the title of King of France. As 
to France, she had no national unity ; there was, indeed, 
a large party hanging its hope and allegiance on England, 
with which, for the time, acted the Duke of Burgundy. 
There were the extensive marches of Armagnac and Lor- 
raine, unconquered by England, but by no means enthu- 
siastic in the royal cause ; Paris was in possession of the 
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English ; tHe king held, in a kind of merrj-hearied, care- 
less poyeriy, his littile court at Ghinon ; in &ct, an exile 
and outcast in his own dominions. From Bouen and 
Normandy, along the banks of the Seine, from Paris to 
Bheims, and to the important central city of Orleans, the 
country was in the grasp of the English. Charles was 
uncrowned, and apparently held his crown somewhat 
cheaply. Not only was his country torn, but his family ; 
the English were enemies, but the worst foe Charles had 
was his bad mother, Isabeau of Bavaria. Her life had 
been so questionable, or rather unquestionable, that there 
were grave doubts of his legitimacy ; at any rate, he had 
not been crowned, and, in the estimation of multitudes, 
was only the Dauphin of France. All his kingly powers 
were shadows ; his evils were real enough. Thus, in two 
or three words, our readers may a little realise the state of 
the country. One spot was unconquered — Orleans held 
out before a protracted siege, Orleans lost to the French, 
the whole French nation would lie at the mercy of the 
English. Of great soldiers, we meet with the names of 
none in the service of the king. Georges de la Tr6mouillo 
was the chief statesman ; a mere man of craft and time- 
serving, whose great purpose seemed to be to widen all 
dissensions and to keep the king apart from such friends 
as the Constable de Bichemont, for instance, who might 
serve his cause, that he might be secure in his own greedy 
interests. Whence to so hapless a nation, and so helpless a 
monarch, could help and healing come P 

In the little village, now called distinctively Domremy 
la Pucelle, a little insignificant spot on the borders of 
Lorraine, on the night of Epiphany, 1412, Joan d'Arc was 
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bom, the child of a peasant-pair named Jacques d'Aro and 
Isabelle Eomm6e, his wife. If the warlike state of the 
country had not extended as far as the nearest town of 
Yaucouleurs, or ravaged her native village, the sounds of 
its approach came ringing, nearer and nearer. The oppres- 
siveness of cruel taxes was felt by the poor and the rich, 
and often there came wandering, staggering along through 
the village, stray refugees, wounded and broken soldiers of 
France, to whom the little Jeanne, it is on record, would 
give up her bed, going to sleep herself in the hayloft. 
Enthusiasm for, and loyalty to, her sofEering country, seem 
to have been early instincts in the child ; the great motive 
of her life was not less truly than admirably and simply 
expressed in her reply to a question on her trial as to 
** what moved her to action ? " " The pity for the realm 
of France." In the village there was only one Burgundian, 
and she repeatedly said, from year to year, she " would 
have liked to have chopped his head ofE." 

As we have said before, in our modem sense, Jeanne 
was quite an uneducated girl ; she seems to have been well 
versed in the useful arts of spinning, sewing, milking, and 
the tendance of the little farm. She was educated, how- 
ever. To begin with, her own nature must have been a 
rare instrument ; rare as, and not altogether unlike, that 
of the ancient shepherd lad, who left his sheep in the 
wilderness, and, at a bound, sprang forth upon the pro- 
strate body of the giant invader — the deliverer of his 
country. The village was in a fertile country abounding 
with pasturage and rivers, but it stood upon the woody 
marches of Lorraine. Among the deep forest-trees there 
were legendary spots haunted by old tradition, well-fitted 
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to act upon a snbtle and sensitiye natnre. Are not 
men and women made by traditions P The tradition tliat 
Frajice sHonld be restored by a maid from the woods and 
marches of Lorraine had been repeated age after age, even 
when it seemed to have no meaning, by all the crones and 
children along the country-side ; it was known to all the 
dwellers in Domremy ; Jeanne knew it too. In the village 
they kept up the old-world superstitions. On the fringe 
of the forest stood a tree called " the Beautihil May," a 
spot of annual festivities, round which, it was said, Elf- 
ladies danced in the old time; thither now the parish 
priest made an annual procession ; there was a fountain 
which gushed beneath its branches ; thither, annually, all 
the children of the village went, Jeanne with the rest, 
eating cakes, twining wreaths and crowns of flowers, 
drinking of the fountain, and dancing round the tree. 
Whether Jeanne could write, we do not know — she 
could read; and certaialy she knew her Creed, 
her Pater-Noster, her Ave-Maria, and she had derived 
sufficient knowledge of the Grospel to lift her spirit into 
regions of high and sublime communion with the subjects 
of unseen thought. Warm, even ardent, accustomed to 
physical exertion, she seems to have matched her young 
play-fellows in all the sports and games of childhood; 
but, as time went on, and she matured into girlhood, she 
went more frequently and solitarily to the fountain and 
the tree. The miseries of her land were increasing ; its 
divisions becoming more cruel and inexplicable ; probably 
the tradition of the mysterious Maid of Lorraine was work- 
ing. We do not know ; there is no hint of this ; the whole 
thing is mysterious, and must be accepted as unaccount- 
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able. One day, when not alone, bat running from her 
companions in the meadows, she had outstripped them fast 
and far, she heard them shouting after her, ''Jeanne, 
Jeanne, thou art flying, thou art flying ! " She stopped, 
listened an instant towards the village, then said suddenly, 
" I hear my mother call me home ! ** and rushed away 
down the fields. Arrived at home, her mother asked her 
why she had left her sheep. " Did you not call me ? " 
said Jeanne ; " I heard a voice." " It was not mine, child ; 
go back to the field." This was her first experience of 
that extraordinary calling and guiding, a faith in which no 
amount of unbelief or scepticism, no measure of hostility 
or indifEerence, and, on the other hand, no triumphant 
rapture of success such as might assuredly have seduced 
an impostor to ascribe such merit to personal attributes, 
no neglect from those who had gained most from her 
leadership, no weight of chains, no long endurance in the 
imprisonment of the cold and cruel cell, no torturing ques- 
tions of priests or lawyers, no martyrdom of fire, — could 
ever induce her to renounce or deny. No Christian, 
through the martyrdoms of the Amphitheatre, or the 
torments of the Inquisition, was ever more faithful than 
Jeanne to her voices ; she never for a second denied them. 
For a brief moment her heart, hungering in harmouy with 
the only religious usages she knew, for the relief of the 
confessional and the service of the Mass, relinquished the 
adjurations of her voices. The wretched persecutors who 
had tempted her, however, did not satisfy her, even by 
granting the services they had promised. They only in- 
tended to mock her; she acknowledged her error, re- 
nounced it, and seems to have died, her voices murmuring 
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round her as the death-car mmbled over the stones of 
Bouen, or floating over her head in music, as she prepared, 
in the presence of ten thousand English — " whose faces," 
Miss Parr wittily says, " she now, for the first time, had 
the opportunity of seeing, often as slie had before seen 
•their backs " — ^to mount her chariot of fire. The character 
in history, of whom in this she most reminds us, is 
Socrates ; attended through his long life, as he constantly 
averred, by his good spirit, who taught him how to act, 
and what to say and do ; of whom he constantly inquired ; 
whose advice he invariably followed, hesitating before 
every word, and standing still before every action which did 
not seem to be warranted by the leading of the good spirit. 
Michelet divides, with considerable judiciousness, the 
drama of the Maid into five great acts : First, The 
Forest ; the revelation : Second, Orleans ; the action : 
Third, Rheims ; the honouring — ^we would rather say the 
fulfilling : Fourth, Paris ; the tribulation and betraying : 
Fifth, Rouen ; the passion. No human story with which 
we are acquainted is more intensely dramatic than this ; 
it almost fulfils the conditions of the ancient dramatic 
writers in its brevity and concentrativeness ; so swiftly 
follows the action on the revelation, the fulfilment on the 
action, and the passion on the fulfilment. We have said 
we accept the mystery of the story ; it is unaccountable. 
We have to transfer our imaginations to such an age in 
order even partially to understand how the men in steel 
could believe that she had a mission at all, or place any 
faith in her unsubstantial prophecies. Perhaps it is only to 
be accounted for by the recollection that, with the exception 
of, possibly, a few casuistical prelates, monks, and church- 
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men, all people were, in a way, religions ; great sinners 
they might be, capable of immense vengeance, passion, 
cruelty, lust, craft ; but the world of shades and souls had . 
avenues through them and into them, with which we, 
who look at every thing through scientific and philosophic 
media, have little acquaintance. Two immense passions 
pervaded all the nations of Europe, and France eminently 
— ^the monastic and warlike ; and praying and fighting, the 
cowl and the helmet, were the great admirations and ambi- 
tions of men's lives. The Bishop of Beauvais, who sat in 
judgment on Jeanne, we suppose to have been a mere- 
mediadval Blowgram, a smooth, oleaginous hypocrite, a 
time-server, who was fishing for an archbishopric in the 
waves of English favour. But we do not suppose this was 
the character of the multitude of Jeanne's persecutors ; on 
the contrary, we have no doubt that she was to them im- 
personated diablerie. If the French saw in her the white- 
bannered angel, wielding more than mortal powers, great 
in her gentleness, and by her majesty scattering the in- 
vaders of their country, the English beheld in her at best, 
but a real and beautiful witch, who had leagued herself 
with the powers of darkness for their confusion, and who 
drank of the fatal vervain or mandragora, to charm her 
life. And truly the stupendous fulfilments of her prophe- 
cies, and her own not less wonderful personal escapes, and 
overcomings of her wounds, until the time when she had 
also prophesied that her failures would fall upon her, 
seemed to give a warrant for this to such an age. ITot 
that she at once commended herself to the belief of those 
to whom she declared her mission ; even in a superstitious 
age this was scarcely to be expected. 

• 8 
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She seems to have been a bright, strong-willed, yet, 
according to every acconnt, a most gentle, handsome girl. 
The strength of her will is pretty especially shown in the 
resistance she made to an offer of marriage from an honest 
yeoman of her neighbourhood. Her parents pressed him 
hard upon her; some documents imply because she had 
already noianif ested dangerons spiritual inclinations, and a 
love for the doubtful companionship of the haunted trees. 
When the young man found his eloquence unavailing, he 
adopted a singular expedient ; he pretended that she had 
promised him marriage, and he cited her before the officials 
of Toul, to perform her engagement. The Maid went to 
Toul and undertook her own defence, and having declared 
on oath that she had never made such a promise, the 
sentence was given in her favour. This was her first 
public appearance ; in so short a time to be followed by 
the headiQg of armies, capturing of cities, and alas ! the 
appearance before another Court, and other officials, with 
so difEereipit a result. She soon began to give hints 
of her faith in the end for which she was bom. ^^Mes 
'voix,*' had assumed shapes to her eyes — ^visions had come 
to the excited imagination of the girl — ^brilliant lights, 
accompanied, however, at first by very simple charges, 
bidding her *' be a good girl, and God would bless her ;" 
then, majestic forces, and higher inspirations, until, when 
she talked of setting out on pilgrimage to impart the pur- 
poses within her to the Dauphin, honest Jacques^ her 
father, fearing that she would only become the victim of 
some man-at-arms, whom she would follow to the wars, 
said to one of his sons, ^' Did I think such a thing would 
be, I would sooner that you drowned her ; and if you did 
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not, I would do it with my own liands." She was perti- 
nacions in her own sense of what she had to accomplish, 
and when the enemy for a brief time took possession of 
Domremy, and she, with her parents, had to fly to Nenf- 
chateau, while she had the opportunity of learning more 
from a house of Franciscan monks, her '' voices '' became 
more unceasing ; she testifies how she constantly heard 
them sounding like bells in the forest, saying, " Why dost 
thou not go ? Why dost thou delay, Jeanne ? God has 
great pity upon the people of France. The time has come, 
that thou must go forth to their deliverance.*' "What 
God bids thee, do without fear ! " ** Yes, dear voices, but 
how to do that to which I am called? " When she pre- 
sented herself before Bobert de Baudricourt, the Governor 
of Vaucouleurs — ^he, a grufE soldier of the middle ages, 
and no mystic — ^to whom her uncle had obtained her an 
introduction, bade her uncle " box her ears, and send her 
back to her father." She was not discomfited ; scarcely 
momentarily cast down. The voices only spoke to her 
more distinctly, and now, taking the shape of distinct 
direction, said, " Go into France [by France was signified 
the country, separated on the one hand from Lorraine, and 
on the other from Normandy] ; go to the Dauphin ; de- 
liver Orleans; crown the Dauphin." The wayfarers of 
cruel war, halting in the village, and bringing stories 
from the siege of Orleans, kept those avenues of sym- 
pathy, through which her voices and her visions entered, 
constantly open ; through fading autumn nights, and dark 
winter days, she heard, and she saw, " Go into France ! 
Deliver Orleans ! Crown the Dauphin ! " 
In the light of whp't was done afterwards by the young 
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TiBioiiarj, tLhere is BometHug singnlarly penetr&tiiig in the 
gleam, to onr modem e^^ of that cottage of Domremy ; 
father and mother sitting the winter nights hy the peat 
fire ; sometimes casting anxiona looks at each other, and 
then at the girl jnat in from her visit to the rimy trees of 
the wood, or from foddering her cattle, or sitting down to 
her distaff. We conceive her with the qniet of all great 
purposes and real genins npon her feee and in her deport- 
ment, a juvenile Deborah, a maiden in her innocence, and 
yet like that "mother who arose in Israel when the 
inhabitants of the villages ceased," and the " great thonghts 
and great searchings of whose heart," called shrilly across 
the desolations of her oonntry to those " abiding among 
the sheepfolda to hear the bleatings of the flocks," or 
sacrificing by the divisions of their tribes the safety and 
health of their kingdom. At last, the impnlses of obe- 
dience to her higher inspiration led her from home. "I 
most go," said she, " if I travel on my knees. I mnst 
absolutely go to the Danphin — my Lord wills it." Again 
she went to Vauconlenrs ; now she began to give it out to 
her relatives and friends that she was sent of Qod to 
deliver her country. The rumour began to spread that 
the old tradition was being fuHlled. France had sunk so 
low that only a miracle could restore her ; she was to be 
restored by a maid. The first who seemed to have placed 
faith in her was a knight of Metz, described ae " a brave, 
honest gentleman of thirty years old," Jean de Novelon- 
pont; be went in see her at the house of the respectable 
citizen, the wJn'flwright Henri Boyer, with whose wife 
as staying. He seems to have gone at first with no 
ition faithward. He found the peasant-girl of Lor- 
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raine in her red petticoat, noble-lookiiig, and grandly- 
bnilt, as she had been described, spinning at her wheel, 
and hq said to her jocularly, " What are you doing here, 
ma nUe ? Will not our king be driven from his kingdom P 
Shall we not all have to become English?" He had 
touched the spring of her sublime insanity at once. The 
calm spinner rose, saying, " I have come into this royal 
city to require of Eobert de Baudricourt that he will either 
take me or send me to the Dauphin, but he heeds neither 
me nor my words ; but I must be with the Dauphin before 
Mid-Lent, though I wear my legs to the knees in going. 
None other in the world — ^no prince, no duke, no daughter 
of the King of Scots* — can recover the kingdom of France, 
nor succour it, unless by me ; yet I would rather stay near 
my poor mother, but that is not my lot. I must do what 
my Lord wills that I shall do." " Who is your Lord ? " 
eaid the knight. "My Lord is God," she said. Few 
words these seem, and the knight was a man of the world, 
and of steel, and knew armies ; and the words read simply 
enough to us, nay, for that matter, insane enough. But 
•there must have been some fiery majesty in her eye, some 
heroic capability in her presence, for he was convinced. 
" By my faith ! " said he, giving her his hand, " under 
God's safeguard, I'll conduct you to the king myself. 
When will you set out ? " " Better now than to-morrow, 
better to-morrow than later," was her prompt reply. One 
man convinces another man. Jean de Metz took captive 
the faith of Eobert de Baudricourt and Bertrand de 
Poxdangy ; still there were some doubts in the way, and 

* A treaty of contract of marriage was just then forming 
between the infant son of Charles YII. and a Scottish princess. 
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the knights that eyeniiig aooompanied the priest- to 
Beyer's hoaae^ so that he might snbject her to exorcisiii 
in case those yisioiis and yoices had another than 
celestial origin. The priest abjured her, if she were an 
evil thing, to go away from them ; if good, to approach. 
She treated the first service of exorcism with more 
modesty than others to which she was subjected Liter in 
her career, when, after having sufficient^ proved herself, 
the service only stirred her ridicule or her indignation. 
Having passed through the ordeal, the knights felt that 
they might with more safety heoome sponsors for her 
purity, while stiU probably r^ardmg with contempt her 
pretensions to power. 

The next question was, How should she travel through a 
hundred and fifty leagues of a disturbed country, and in the 
company, too, of men and soldiers? She at once took that 
determination which has always seemed to us a proof at once 
of her purity and good sense ; although, in fine, and sub- 
stantially, it formed the pretext on which she was burned. 
She assumed male attire ; henceforth she never renounced 
it^ or but for a day, and if there be any truth in her testi- 
mony upon her last appearance, in that brief renunciation, 
she subjected herself then to an indignity whidi makes 
our blood boil, even more than the exasperating crueltieB 
of her long imprisonment^ or her shameful death. But 
now, thus detennined, her name b^an to fill Yanooukurs, 
and the inhabitants presented her with a hoTBe and the 
equipment of a young man*at-anns. Singular journey; 
even on its route, not without significant rasnlts of bless- 
ing. Jean de Metz did realfy conduct her to the presence 
of the king, with her unde, Durant Lazart^ and the 
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kn%htly messenger of Bandrioonrt. They arrived as far 
as Kancy ; there the Dnke of Lorraine was lying ill ; he 
sent out an escort to bring her to him, for tidings about 
her had preceded her ; indeed, we may be sure that now 
news of the ^' inspired Maid " would ride fast and far. 
The Duke was in extremity, his country was troubled, his 
physicians failed to heal him ; if Jeanne were a seer, she 
might be able to give him help ; at any rate, he inquired 
of her whether he should be healed of his sickness. Jeanne 
frankly replied to him she could not tell, but she boldly 
counselled him to do one thing. He had immured his 
good wife, Margaret of Bavaria, in a convent, and was 
living at Nancy with a young mistress, Alizon Dumay. 
Jeanne charged him to send away his • mistress and call 
home his good wife ; and so far from being affronted with 
her, he gave her a present of money to help her on her 
journey, and shortly afterwards he did what she charged 
him to do. Her escort consisted of six persons. Fording 
large rivers, cunningly avoiding straggling bands of 
soldiers, threading their way through tracts of forest and 
deserted villages over which had passed the smoke and 
fire of war, these uncongenial companions passed on their 
way ; some of them, at any rate, had not yet learned to 
place much faith in their protegee, and strange misgivings 
possessed them. ^^ She must be at the best a mad woman, 
perhaps a sorceress," they said. Repeatedly they thought 
of hurling her from a cliff, or down a stone quarry, or 
leaving her alone on the road, and so bringing to end what 
they more than half thought a disgraceful enterprise. 
She, we gather, kept very little of their company ; her 
countenance wore the repose of childlike simplicity ; her 



120 
*" IBM nxTT or THK MAID. 



«>«««u«mharaonlandmtheair: "Goon, goon; go 
mto France; deUver Orleans; cro^m the Dauphin." She 

^ equal to the toils of a hard journey, travelling 
frequently by night to evade observation, lying dovm 
m tte open air, her warn woollen coverlet wrapped 
rom.d her; the knight and his esquire resting on ef^^ 
Bide. Bach evening, if possible, she tamed aside to some 
^ church for prayer; and coming to Auxerre, she 

mL J^ ""* *" "^ ''**'*^ *^*^' *« ^- 

Mass Southeys poem, written at a period of his life 
When hw uund unquestionably inclined to &vour Deistic 
"entunente, does infinite injustice to Jeanne in attempting 

to make her declare that she had never attended Mas! nor 
^e sacramental table, nor confession. ThewholeZyof 
her yo«.g life i3 ^ ^ntir* contradiction to aU this; she 
oo^touay sought. f«,m a very early period, the aid of 

whenhesavs .^°„ De <Wcy expresses the truth 

saw God 7^0 J^l Z: "1 f ''^^ ^^^' ^* 
the less seek H^' ,. ^' ""^ '°'^^*^ '»'^* ^^ "^"^ 

VMt cZn to^y. in the utter rains of its 

the <m™ r^ . ^"^"^ ^^^ *«'^"*'^ palace-of aU 

^v!^ s^^ 1 V '^*'"* '^- ^^ *° »ii-. it -ay 

^ve us some idea how entire the conquest of i^ce by 
<"» the very borders of present English possessions! TJ^ 



GHABLIS YII, AKD HIS GOUBT. 121 

tliat it had been the natural home of English princes. 
Henry II. conquered it, surronnd^ it n^ith massive 
fortifications, made it his fayourite home, and died within 
its walls. Here also died, ten years after, his mighty son, 
Coenr de Lion, and the bones of father and son lie bnried 
in the not distant, the almost visible, Ghnrch or Abbey of 
Eontevranlt. The banners of John waved over this castle, 
and romance has often described, in her rich colours, hoi?^ 
Philip Augustus wrung it from his possession, and how it 
opeiied its gates again to the French. To this spot, which 
has been called the Windsor of the Plantagenets, thronged 
by so many royal associations, and painful memories too, 
memories and associations which were also to stream on 
for many generations after him, Charles YII. retired, to 
hold his — one should call it pa/niC'Strichenf only that it 
seems so merry — Court. A man far weaker and less 
respectable even than our Charles II., Charles YII. 
resembles him in the indifference with which he saw the 
truncheon of sovereignty &lling from his grasp, the 
. readiness with which he permitted himself to be the 
victim of designing statesmen — ^if that term may be 
applied to such mere palace tricksters as Georges de la 
Tremouille— and the fervour with which he was served by 
noble creatures who, even to the end, would have saved 
him, had he possessed the eye able to recognise their 
majesty, and the ability to use them. Hoping to be able 
to hold this strong palace in peaceful possession, he was 
here, on the sparkling waters of the rushing Yienne, 
which is still bounding on, alone unchanged of all that 
scenery of groves, and vineyards, and fertile valleys, 
through which the river rushes to join the Loire. Hither, 
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at last, after her painfiil, mucli-endiirmg jonmey, Jeanne 
arrived, to seek out, and to inspire with conrage and 
effort, and the promise of success, the king. For two 
days she was kept waiting in the town of Chinon, before 
the king and his counsel determined that it would be 
proper to receive her. La Tr^mouille, jealous of whatever 
threatened to come between him and the king, .raised his 
voice against her at once ; had it been in his power, he 
would have hindered her from coming to Ghinon. The 
Archbishop of Rheims, too, was loud in crying her down. 
The memories of her, in the town, have all gone ; — ^the 
house in which she lodged for two days before she was 
received, and also the church, before whose altar she spent 
the greater part of those days and their nights, while they 
were talking of her, and wondering what should be done 
with her, in the castle. Her reception in the fuU Court 
has become one of the marvellous circumstances, prefacing 
her acknowledgment by the king. It was night, and she 
was received amidst a blaze of fifty flambeaux. The 
king, it would seem, had partly concealed and partly 
disguised himself, retiring backward into obscurity 
amongst his courtiers, but, perfectly undaunted by a 
presence so unusual to her, the girl, who had just left her 
rakes and milking-pails, stepped boldly up to him, through 
all the pomp and dazzling cloudland around her, and did 
homage to him. He attempted to deceive her, pointing to 
a much more magnificently-dress^ person, but she was 
not to be deceived; she knelt, and replied, ^' You are the 
king, and none other— God give you good life, gentle 
lord!" Perhaps she had made herself acquainted with 
his face and features ; something must be allowed to that 
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clear, instinctiye perceptioii, and that marvellous self- 
command which never deserted her, and which she 
especially possessed in moments of emergency ; but, from 
whatever cause, her first interview with the king has ever 
been regarded as a marvellous attestation of the genuine- 
ness of her mission. Of course it was felt so at the time. 
Charles asked her name. " Jeanne, the Maid,'* she replied. 
He asked her further what she wanted of him: ''The 
King of Heaven sends me to succour you and your 
kingdom, and to conduct you to Bheims for your corona- 
tion.*' We may conceive the contempt of those lords in 
steel, those subtle churchmen, and silken time-servers, at 
such an announcement. The road to Bheims bristled 
with armies — it lay through the very centre of the power 
of England and Burgundy, with their fortified cities. At 
this moment, the kiag was probably better than his 
advisers ; he neither laughed at her, nor rejected her, but 
took her on one side, to converse with her, asking her 
questions of her inspiration, and her intentions. Then it 
was that she whispered to him that secret, which must, in 
fact, have been whispered ; it was alleged by the king as 
the motive which, on his part, cast hesitation away. 
Throughout the long and padnfnl examinations on her 
trial, incessant attempts were made to revert to it, and to 
wring it from her, but without success; it may be that 
there was Inuch less in it than seems. It is understood 
that it referred to the king's own private scruples and 
private prayer. She informed him, it is said, of a visit he 
paid to a church, and of the three things for which he 
prayed then ; one of them referred to the fears he enter- 
tained of his own legitimacy ; she told him how she was 



124 



SHE DECIDES THE KINO. 



sent of God to reply to that prayer, and assure him that 
he was the true heir of France, and the king's true son* 
There is little evidence for this, the only thing certain is 
that some secret words were said which decided the king ; 
he announced that he w^s satisfied with her, and had 
perfect confidence in her ; and for the evening she was 
dismissed. Miss Parr says : — 

" It was widely whispered afterwards that there was a 
great secret between Charles and the Maid ; and so many 
indiscreet and inquisitive persons pressed Jeanne to reveal 
it, that she made a vow of perpetual silence. It was not 
until long after both she and the king were dead, when 
the English had lost all in France but their old conquest 
of Calais, that a version of this secret became known 
through an aged knight, the Chevalier de Boissy, who, in 
his youth, had been the only gentleman Charles would 
Qrdmit into the privacy of his bed-chamber. He professed 
to have had it from the king's own lips, and as he told it 
Jeanne had revealed to Charles the words and manner of 
his unspoken prayer. Without intruding into the region 
of pure miracle, there was enough done to give him 
interest and confidence in her when he heard a direct 
answer to it from her mouth, whatever question or sugges- 
tion of his had drawn it forth." 

What should be done next ? A number of the chief 
churchmen of the age were appointed to examine her in 
theology, and put her through her catachism, to see that 
there was no evil creed in her. She was royally lodged 
now in the castle ; but before her lodging, morning after 
morning, came archbishops, inquisitors, abbots, and pro- 
fessors of theology ; yet, prejtidicedas they were, her beau- 
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tifal, natural eloquence oyercame them, till, at last, slie 
got wearied, and when a sour Carmelite said, "It was for- 
bidden them to pat faith in such assertions as she made, 
without a sign,'* she said, "I am not come here to show 
signs. Send me to Orleans, and I'll show you a sign. 
Place me at the head of soldiers, many or few, and I'll 
raise the siege." Sometimes she became very curt with her 
questioners. A Brother, with a very bad provincial accent 
of Limousin, asked her " how her voices spoke — ^in what 
idiom ? " ** Better, and in a better idiom, than you." A 
Dominican said to her, that " if God would deliver 
France, He would do it without men-at-arms ; " but 
she replied, ** That was God's way ; the men-at-arms 
must fight, and God would give the victory," and 
the Dominican said he was satisfied. One of the great 
doctors brought forth quotations from innumerable 
ancient books to show that no one ought to believe 
in her; she heard him very quietly to the close, and 
then said, ** Ah, there is more in my Lord's books than 
in all yours ! " The assembly of divines being unable to 
make out any case against her, she was next handed over 
to what we might suppose to be a more formidable process 
still — a jury of women appointed to try her purity. The 
ladies were royal, or noble; Jeanne was indignant, but 
she submitted. The news of her beautiful purity of 
demeanour came up also from her own village, in which 
searching inquiry had been made into the purity of her 
life. All tests were successful ; but when the theological 
questioners came to her again one morning, with impatient 
vivacity she said, "I see you are come to question me 
again. Listen! I know neither A nor B, but only that I 
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am sent on the part of the King of Heaven, to raise the 
siege of Orleans, and to crown the King of France." 
During all this time, all her words were taken down, she 
was incessantly watched, and all her slightest actions 
remarked upon. At last, the equipment began — equipment 
especially of sword and banner ; her sword she directed to 
be dug up from a tomb in the Church of St. Katherine de 
Fierbois. How she came to know that the sword was 
buried behind the altar, no one has ever been able to dis- 
cover; it does not seem that the canons of the church 
knew of its existence themselves ; they directed the search 
for such a sword, and it was found covered with rust. 
We can give no solution ; we are writing of a person ab- 
solutely unaccountable. It is said that in some way she 
must have known of the existence of this sword before she 
sent to seek for it ; but to believe this would not be con- 
sistent with her open and devout character, and we can 
believe nothing that charges her with simulation. More 
important to her than her sword "was her banner, picturing 
the Saviour ; it was upon a field of white silk, powdered 
over with the lilies of IVance. She was invested in a 
suit of beautiful armour; and the Duke of Alen9on, 
with whom and his wife and mother she stayed some days, 
gave her the most beautiful of horses. Now she began to 
inspire old soldiers. Her armies were gathering, but like 
Cromwell in a later period, she insisted on piety in the 
ranks. Every soldier must confess and hear Mass; she 
would have each one go forth with a clear conscience. 
So she went on to Blois. 

Before Orleans, however, the English were merry in 
their strength ; a peasant-girly a witch, and soroeress of 
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Lorraine would soon be torn to pieces, tossed to the dogs 
of war ; and her mad armies would be scattered, when she 
came face to face with the Talbots, FaJstaffs, and other 
great captains, who had possession of the land. Jeanne 
continued strong in her visionary faith ; she set forth to 
throw succour and provision into Orleans; by her com- 
mand no loose women were allowed to follow the camp ; 
she set forth, the priests chantiog Veni Creditor Sjpiritus. 
There was little disposition to trust her among the cap- 
tains of the army ; nevertheless, nothing is more remark- 
able throughout her career than the practical wisdom of 
her advice, and the disasters which usu^Uy followed the 
neglect of it. On this, her first march, she had coun- 
selled the marching through the midst of the English 
camp in the Beauce, as less hazardous, and more con- 
venient for the cattle, than the route by the Solonge ; she 
was in a measure deceived, but it was a cause of regret 
that her advice had not been followed ; a much more toil- 
some course they had taken, -^too late, they found it 
attended with much more risk and hazard. She, how- 
ever, arrived safely in Orleans, and, at eight o'clock in 
the evening, entered with a splendid cavalcade of knights 
and soldiers, the garrison coming out with a blaze of torches 
to welcome her. They must have thought that beneath 
that pure white standard, as she rode along, the brave 
Dunois by her side, they beheld a very angel of deliverance. 
She looked round on the wasted faces of men, women, and 
children, p^ched by starvation, and for whom there 
seemed in the future only the cruel havoc of the success- 
ful besiegers. She had brought them provisions ; they 
thronged by multitudes rou^d her to touch her horse, her 
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armour, her banner; hoarse, harsh voices did their best 
in peals of cheers, only broken by or keeping time to the 
storm of bells. "Have all a good hope in Grod!" she 
said, while, with her banner, she went clearing her way 
throngh the crowd, traversing the length of the city. 
** Have good hope and confidence in God ! You shall be 
freed from your adversaries ; He has sent me to deliver 
yon !" Before the Cathedral she reined her horse, to give 
thanks to God that He had given her success in her first 
effort: then Dunois and the Marshal de Boussac, who 
refused to leave her till they saw her safely lodged, con- 
ducted her to the mansion of Jacques Boucher, the chan- 
cellor and treasurer of the city, with 'whom she had 
desired to stay, because he had an estimable wife. After 
her supper of toasted bread and wine-and- water, she asked 
that she might have the treasurer's little daughter, Kar- 
lotte, a child of nine or ten years of age, to sleep with her, 
and the wondering little maid was her bedfellow each 
night she slept in Orleans. Thus ended the first great 
proclamation of her mission. 

We suppose that to some of our readers our story will 
appear too much a mere rhapsody of eulogy ; yet we seem 
ourselves to have looked at the estimates formed of the 
achievements of the Maid on every side ; for instance, we 
take the liberty to dissent from Lord Mahon's verdict, 
when he says, " In affairs of State, Joan's voice was never 
heard; in affairs of war, all her proposals will be found to 
resolve themselves into two — either to rush headlong upon 
the enemy, often in the very point where he was strongest, 
or to offer frequent and public prayers to the Almighty." 
The impression conveyed by this verdict does not seem 
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to be snstamed by contemporaiy docnments. It is tme, 
the policy of timidity, embarrassment, and amazement 
attempted to shut out Jeanne from tbe consultations of ber 
chiefs and commanders ; but we shall see that they 
learned to know, not only that it had been better to have 
called her to their councDs, but to have followed, as they 
were compelled to do, her advice. It is surely not too 
much, in the light of all the circumstances, to say that 
Jeanne followed voices and visions quite inapprehensible 
by those around her, which were yet clear and unerring 
guides. Thus, what could be wiser, considering the state 
of France — what could any William of Nassau, Grustavus 
Adolphus, Cromwell, Napoleon, or Wellington, have seen 
to be more wise, if only possible — ^than first the scattering 
of the chief camp of the English, the unfixing them from 
their centre and chief seat of strength in the heart of 
their conquered territory in Orleans ? This, first of all ; 
and then next, the really conferring upon the nation a 
king, and not merely crowning him in exile, but with 
every ancient and popular prestige in the old coronation 
fane of Hheims. In those days, especially, coronation 
made the king, even as baptism made the Christian, 
Excepting to his little Court at Chinon, and his few scat- 
tered adherents, when Jeanne arose to right his cause, 
Charles was no king ; he was the Dauphin. Even now, 
inaugurations and ceremonies surround title with right ; 
in those times it was still more so. The peasant-girl 
saw at once that she might win any number of battles, 
but, unless she put the crown on the head of the king, 
his cause would be unanointed, and his people still scat- 
tered as sheep having no shepherd. A poor shepherd, 
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Cliarles YII., at the bedt ; still, by the right of ages and 
of the nation, he was there to be crowned, and she knew 
that act would gradually gather round him the leaders and 
peoples of his nation; and the event showed how emi- 
nently right she was. M^s Parr's testimonies run also 
immediately opposite to the verdict of Lord Mahon. The 
whole policy of Jeanne was one — it was healing; the 
policy of a crafty self-seeker, like Tr^mouille, was to keep 
all the great men separate from each other ; to widen their 
misunderstandings with the king, and so to profit by the 
estrangement; the policy of Jeanne was to bring them 
together ; smooth their difEerences ; make them shake 
hands, and so strengthen the royal cause. We do not mean 
to imply anything so ignorant as that she ,had what may 
be called a policy in the ordinary statesma;^ use of the 
word ; but that she was moved by unerring instincts, 
which were to her visions and guarantees of success. As 
to her rashness, it, too, seems to have been wise ; it was, 
in fact, that military principle upon which so many great 
commanders have acted; having once begun, give the 
enemy no rest ; allow them no time to recruit themselves ; 
follow up the first success by sui^rise upon surprise. 
Hence, when she rose the morning following her first 
triumphal entry into Orleans, with all the natural 
sanguineness of her character, as sooa as she had break- 
fasted, she went, accompanied by her page, to the lodgings 
of Dunois to confer with him on what could be done that 
day ; but she found her enthusiasm met by the cold policy 
of prudence. We may remember, however, on behalf of 
the mistrustful ones, who hung their doubts perpetually 
on the heroine's soaring thoughts, that they had not her 



ENTHUSIASM AND SCOBN. 131 

Toices to assure them, her vifiions to command them ; they 
saw only an ignorant yonng peasant girl, who, within 
three months, had exchanged her rake for a sword, her 
shepherd's crook for a banner, her harvest fields for fields 
of war, and the cottage of her father for the Court of a 
prince, and the camp of men-at-arms. It is not wonderful 
that they mistrusted ! But they were jealous as well, and 
they sought to deceive her. First, they would not make 
an attack upon the English until the- city could be still 
further reinforced from Blois, and she was compelled to 
abide their decision. She sent, however — and very ludi- 
crous it must have seemed — a summons to Sir WiUiam 

« 

Gladsdale, one of the heads of the English army, com- 
manding him with all his English to be gone! The 
summons, of course, was treated with very natural 
contempt. 

Amidst the magic of her name, and the wondering en- 
thusiasm her presence created in Orleans, cold glances 
were turned upon her, and worth, respectability, and piety 
could scarcely believe that in this way deliverance was to 
come. She heard opprobrious epithets hurled upon her 
name from the English camp, and the young girl shed 
bitter, burning tears. She never overcame that heraldry 
of the weakness of her sex ; but in such times she went 
into the church of Belle-Oroix to seek for comfort. Once 
a very learned doctor of the town, Jean de Mascon, met 
her there, and quietly and sneeringly said, "My daughter, 
is it you who are come to raise the siege ? '* " By my 
banner, yes." " The English are very strong and well- 
fortified; it will be a hard thing to drive them out." 
" Nothing is impossible to the power of God," she said, 
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and the doctor admitted that lie was answered. Then 
they desired to show that they could do without lier ; they 
had held their conncil without her knowledge, and they 
planned an attack upon the BastUe of Saint-Loup without 
her knowledge. She had gone to rest; suddenly she 
sprang up, the little Karlotte was by her side ; " My 
counsel tells me to rise," said she, " and go out among the 
English; the blood of our people is running on the 
ground : where are they who should arm me ? " She 
darted forth, waved her banner, and gathered her party 
round her. It was a fierce conflict for three hours ; then 
Talbot and the English fled, and one tower was taken ; it 
was the beginning of victories. Miss Parr quotes the say- 
ing of Dunois on this occasion : " Before Jeanne's coming 
two hundred English could beat a thousand French ; but 
afterwards four or five hundred French could defy the 
whole English power." Very good, but they were stiUfor 
taking it leisurely. It seemed to them sheer madness to 
dream of another attack upon the tower of the Toumelles 
to-morrow ; so again they counselled and decided for rest, 
holding that they had better be content for the present. 
They forwarded to her their decision, and she replied, 
** You have been in your council, and I have been in mine ; 
my counsel will hold and prevail: yours will come to 
nought." Then she turned to her chaplain, and said, " We 
must up in the morning before sunrise for prayers, for we 
shall have more to do to-morrow than to-day." But she 
did not sleep much that night, for who were to go forth 
with her P Her lords and captains fell from her ; so the 
oitisens and the soldiers came to her and told her they grieved 
to MOO her unsupported, and that they believed she had been 
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raised up by God. She said, " Who loves me will follow 
me ! " As she went on, carrying her banner, a gruff man- 
at-arms sought to prevent her exit from the gate. You 
are not a true man to the king," she said, " but with your 
will or without your wiU, forth we go to the fight." The 
sun was rising over the Loire, as unfurling her banner she 
set forth, from the old Burgundy gate, with her enthu- 
siastic army, to cross the bridge and attack the Toumelles. 
As to the council, a pretty fever we may suppose them 
in when they found the girl had taken her own course, 
and left them with the women and the children in the city. 
Defeat, of course, they felt was inevitable, still, for very 
shame, they gathered themselves together, and so rode 
forth after the white banner. That, perhaps, was the 
decisive day. With cannon and with culverin wrought the 
soldiers ; the citizens who could not fight came on, helping 
with food and drink, bringing out arrows and ammunition, 
or aiding in the construction of a flying bridge, in every 
way helping the grand attack ; and all the traditions say 
how wonderful the Maid was that day — flying on her 
charger in every part where the fight was thickest, her 
voice sounding like a clarion. The tower, she assured 
them, would soon be theirs ; and Miss Parr gives her the 
honour, we believe, unquestioned, of setting the first suc- 
cessful ladder against the tower, and setting the first foot 
upon the rampart. Her voice was raised to cheer her 
followers on, when, true to the prophecy she uttered in 
the morning before she left Orleans, that she should shed 
her blood that day, an arrow came hissing through the 
air and pierced her above the breast. She fell from the 
tower among her panic-stricken followers ; the pain, too. 
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was intense and sharp, and again we have tlie record of 
the weakness of tears. Impatiently her followers asked 
her if she should die of the wonnd. " I know I shall die 
one day," said shie, " but I neither know where, nor when, 
nor how ; I would fain have a sinless remedy for myliurt.'^ 
With cotton and olive oil they stanched the blood ; she 
spent some moments with her chapbin, resumed her 
cuirasse, and before the panic of her fall had been able to 
work more than a brief joy within the walls of the tower, 
or consternation had spread far among her own people, she 
appeared to r^nimate her men. Almost had th^ leaders 
given up all for lost. She entreated them to persevere. 
*' Eetum to' the assault once more," said she. " Gro in 
amongst them boldly." " In, cluldreii ! " she ezclaimiBd ; 
*^ In, children, in Qod*a name ! " It was a tremendous 
struggle ; old men-at-arms declared it was the finest feat 
they had ever seen. It ought to be no gratification to us 
to write how the English were swept out of their tower ; 
how their bodies went floating down the beautiful river. 
A panic smote them all; they believed they were fight- 
ing . against wizardry or. witchcraft — ^before sunset her 
steed was turned back again to the city. "Glory to 
God, and to the -Maid ! " rung round her on every 
side. The English now were reaJly overcome — ^un- 
precedented and wonderful within the "memory of any 
of that generation — ^the clangour and the storm of bells 
all night throughout the city proclaimed it. She was 
weak, wearied, and wounded, when she retired to her 
own pillow. Upon her trial she said that "the beUs 
of churches spoke to her like the mystic bells she had 
heard in the forest." Surely, one thinks, they wafted 
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down to lier pillow that night a brief consolation, and no 
wonder if she heard her own voices in them, saying, as 
they so of ten said, ** Qt) on, daughter of God, go on ; I will 
be with thee, to help thee ; go on, g^ on ! " There was a 
change in her advisers in the morning ; the stir in the 
English camp continued, for the English were marching 
away ; and now, the brave men who yesterday morning 
were so lazy, were for going forth to fight them. There 
was a talk, too, that SufEolk or Talbot would come to 
challenge the Maid to single combat ; her leaders were very 
eager to go forth to attack the enemy. She restrained 
them now. "Are they," said she, "marching towards 
Orleans, or away from it ? " They were marching away 
from Orleans. " Then, in God's name, let them go," said 
she, " and let us give thanks to the Lord : it is enough, let 
them go ; it is Sunday, we will not pursue them, nor kill 
them, it is enough that they go ! " What a festival there 
was in Orleans that day ! No mock processions, or mimic 
thanks ; and although four centuries have gone by, Orleans 
stiU keeps its annual festival in memory of that day, and 
gives thanks to Orod for the deliverance wrought by the 
Maid. Yes, she had said, "I did not come here to work 
signs ; give me few or many men-at-arms, and in Orleans 
I wiU show you a sign." It seems there was less doubt, 
about her now in the minds of men. The king left Chinon 
and came to Tours to meet her ; and very deep, as far as 
he could feel them, seems to have been the thanks he ex- 
pressed to her; also good churchmen began to preach 
about her, and show that it was possible she might be a 
Christian after all. The famous divine — " Most Christian 
Doctor," as he was called — Jean de Gerson, to whom many 
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have attributed, in the general mjth. upon the matter 
Thomas k Kempis' "Imitation of Christ," wrote in defence 
of her and her mission. The famous divine writes to this 
effect : — 

" One may piously and wisely maintain the vocation of 
the Maid Jeanne, having regard to the circumstances, to 
the effect that results from them, and, above all, to the 
justice of the cause she defends — which is to restore a 
kingdom to its rightful king, and to expel his enemies." 
He then calls to witness the piety and prudence of her 
behaviour from her tenderest childhood, of which the 
king had received ample proof. " She seeks neither 
worldly honours nor worldly men ; she abhors hatreds, 
seditions, revenges, and vanities ; she lives in the spirit of 
prayer, in works of grace, in holiness and justice. She 
employs none of the means forbidden by the Church ; no 
surprises, no deceits, and she has in view no hope of gain. 
She is seen to be very firm in her faith ; for she exposes 
her body to wounds without taking any extraordinary 
precautions to save herself. Warriors obey her willingly, 
and risk the dangers of war without fearing the disgrace 
which would fall on them were they beaten, having a 
woman to lead them. The enemy, on the contrary, fly 
at her approach, and terror comes upon them, and 
crying as on a woman in travaiL No legitimate re- 
proach can be made her for the male habit she wears. 
She clothes herself as a warrior to fight the foes of 
justice, to defend the French, to prove that God can, 
when He will, confound the mightiest by the hand of a 
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She rested some time with the king in the castle of 
Loches. Here, she became abnost an object of worship ; 
simple people knelt as she passed and sought to touch her 
clothes, seized her hands to kiss them, or her feet. She 
was very grieved at all this. The Abbot of Talmont, who 
was with her on one such occasion, was very angry. " In 
truth," she said, ** I know not how to keep me, unless God 
will keep me !" and in her days of adversity the abbot 
often quoted her simple saying, and it seems to have made 
a friend of a foe. But never had any one such a task as 
she to in^fuse courage into the people around her. Again, 
they settled into timid fear or indifference; again and 
again she reminded them that she had but twelve months 
in which to perform her work. She was long in persuading 
the king that he should attempt to reach Bheims; she 
swept, however, the whole country of the Orleanais ; she 
took the fortress of Jargeau ; and then followed the great 
battle of Patay. Miss Parr says : — 

" The battle of Patay, which consummated the destruc- 
tion of the splendid army the Earl of Salisbury had 
brought over to complete the conquest of France, was not 
so much a battle as a rout, a desperate flight — or rather a 
rush for flight, which La Hire and the skirmishers circum- 
vented : sweeping round and round the fugitives, checking, 
turning, and driving them, and keeping the great conflict 
always within reach of the Maid. They were about seven 
thousand, English and false French together, and when 
their dead were numbered by the heralds, they were two 
thousand five hundred and over. A few— that famous 
hero and knight of the Garter, Sir John Falstaff, leading 
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theia — broke through, and rode a mad race to get into 
Yenville. Bnt the people of Yenyille shut the gates in 
their faces, and they fled on and on as if the devil were 
behind them, and out of sight, and were never caught : 
FalstaS spurring nntil he was safe within the walls of 
Corbeil. He forfeited his order of the Garter, for his 
cowardice; but there were hundreds of Englishmen as 
good as he, who would not and could not face the 
marvellous Witch-Maid, though they might have given 
account of many a glorious victory won over enemies 
of common flesh and blood, out-numbering them • by 
thousands. 

'' The French army encamped that night in the neigh- 
bourhood of Patay, and the Maid, Alen^on, and Bichemont 
were lodged in the village. They were together when'. Sir 
John Talbot, the prisoner of Sauitrailles, was brought 
into Alen^on's presence. The duke said to him, 'Well, 
Sir John Talbot, you did not expect this morning that it 
would befeJl you thus ? ' 

*' * It is'thiB fortune of war,* replied Talbot. He shared 
it with Lord Scales^ Lord Hungerford, Earl Warwick's 
son, Sir Thomas Bamsden, and a crowd of knights and 
gentlemen, besides nearly a thousand of his soldiers.'' 

The tenderness which fell upon her instantly upon the 
close of battle was well illustrated here. On the field 
there must have been a furious inflexibility, a blaze of 
mystical ecstasy and passion animating her whole frame ; 
but all the woman soon came back, when the fury of the 
war was passed. After this battle, she saw a wounded 
'prisoner ; he enlisted her tenderness, although an English- 
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man. She dismonnted, lield his head, kneeling wliile he 
oonfessed to a priest, and wept with him, comforting him ; 
he died in her arms, and she always had tears and grief 
for those who were yet her conntry's foes, and must be 
overcome. 

After the great battle. of Fatay, she determined that the 
king should loiter no longer ; he shonld go to Bheims. 
Beading the story of the times, it seems annoying that 
hearts so cold could have been spectators of such wonders 
as she wrought ; at last, however, they set forth to Gien, 
to Auxerre, at last to Troyes ; but here came the tug of 
difficulty. The city was held by Burgundian soldiers, and 
refused all terms of treaty. A council was called, and it 
was determined that the king. should be advised to retreat, 
and that the enterprise of Bheims must, be abandoned. 
She was sent for to the council, ahd the Archbishop of 
Bheims communicated to her their determination. Other 
accounts say she herself broke unexpectedly into the 
council ; in any case she said to them, " Stay two days, 
and the cifcy shall be yours." "We would stay six, 
Jeanne," said. the Archbishop, ** if we were sure of having 
it then." " You phall have it to-morrow," said she. She 
prepared the soldiers in earnest for the siege ; so earnestly, 
that the citizens of Troyes, remembering . Patay, and 
JdTgeau, and Orleans, thought better of it. First, they 
sent a celebrated preacher, one Brother Bichard, to see 
the Maid and sprinkle her with holy water, and report 
thereon. The report was satisfactory; she stood the 
shower, and did not change her shape. She brought 
about the surrender of the city, and Charles rode into 
it with the Maid and all the great officers. Henceforth 
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the way to Bheims was easy ; towns and fortresses yielded 
as they went along, and now Jeanne had love, honour, 
praise, and renown ! The people, as they passed along, 
returned to their loyalty. At length Bheims was reached, 
and the day after the arrival of the king, he was crowned 
in the stately cathedral there; amidst the sound of 
trumpets, he was anointed by the bishop with the oil, 
in the service which makes the person of the sovereign 
sacred and inviolable. It was amazing ; the frantic vision 
was realised — ^it came to pass. During the whole corona- 
tion service, she stood by the side of the throne, bearing 
her renowned white banner, but when it was over she 
descended, knelt at the king's feet, and bursting into a 
vehement passion of tears, said, " Gentle king, now is 
done the good pleasure of God, whose will it was that I 
should conduct you into this city of Bheims to receive 
your sacred coronation, and show that you are the true 
king to whom the kingdom really belongs." She regarded 
her mission as accomplished ; wonderful mission ! In the 
space of about three months all this had b^ien achieved ! 
Is it too much to wonder if the world has such another 
story ? She desired now to go home ; she besought the 
king to dismiss her that she " might return to her father 
and mother, flocks and herds, and do all things as she 
was wont to do." But this could not be permitted ; the 
once despised girl seemed now like the very eegis and 
shield over the royal cause. The wonder with which she 
had been regarded became more than wonder; she in- 
spired a sense of supernatural awe. It was at this poinf 
that the king desired to confer some honour upon her or 
her family. She refused all favours for both, but asked 
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that her " village might hereafter be free from any kind 
of impost or tax."- The privilege was given, and sub- 
sequently confirmed ; the exemption held good until the 
time of the Eiovolution, the village being described in the 
tax-papers as " Dombemy Neant, a cause de la Pucelle." 
We must not follow the career of the Maid through her 
period of reverse and misfortune with the same distinct- 
ness with which we have followed her fulfilment of her 
mission. The reader may find this in the pages of Miss 
Parr. Beverses came — the king sighed for the peaceful 
shades of Chinon, and, upon the occasion of the check 
before Paris, when the Maid attempted to retire from the 
wars, he retreated beyond the Loire. She was compelled 
to submit herself to the quiet of the Court during the 
winter. She did, however, distinguish herself in assaults 
upon the citadels of St. Pierre, La Moutier ; a brilliant 
flash of success after her repulse before Paris. Meantime, 
treatises were written at home and abroad to show that 
she was a prophetess raised up by the Holy Spirit — ^a sibyl 
more venerable than the sibyls of antiquity ; masses and 
prayers were said for her in all the churches ; images of 
her were multiplied ; a medal was struck in her honour 
bearing the inscription " Sustained hy the counsels of 
Ood;*' foreign princes sent embassies to inquire after 
her ; the Duke of Milan sought her help to recover some 
lost territory, addressing her as " The very honourable and 
devout Maid, sent by the King of Heaven for the extirpa- 
tion of the English tyranny in France." In the midst of 
all this, there is no proof that she ever lost her own good 
sense ; nay, all these things vexed and wearied her. Her 
piety shines conspicuously ; her chaplain had orders from 
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her to give her the opportonitj of always attending the 
.Commnnion, and especially the Communion of the chil- 
dren of the poor ; she described it as the intention of her 
mission to sncconr the poor, by their deliverance from the 
cruelties of war and oppression. The poor, indeed, often 
came to her, bringing crosses and roses for her to touch; 
thinking she would impart some charm ; but she always 
laughed at such &ncies, and would say to Dame Margaret, 
one of the ladies of the Queen, who also attended upon 
her, " You touch them ; your touch is as good as nune." 

For the first weeks, or the first two or three months, 
after she had yielded to the king at Rheims, still to con- 
tinue with him, her voices became more confused, infre- 
quent, and indistinct; her course was not clear to her; 
indeed, no doubt, her work was done. After this, how- 
ever, the voices came back with their old distinctness and 
power. She did not like to be much questioned about 
them, but to her close attendant, Jean D'Aulon, she said, 
" My counsel is three — one voice stays with me always ; 
another goes and comes, and is with me often ; and with 
the third, both deliberate." Who can say what she 
means ? but who does not believe her ? What is that 
swift witnessing power we call conscience ? Whereia 
does conscience differ &om prayer as a personal witness ? 
How is it that in times of mental tempest, conscience 
and prayer unite, and bring ministration ? Is it doubted ? 
Yet, the iron rod is held up by the side of the tower, 
and when the heavens are clear and sunny, it is but a bit of 
iron ; but when the welkin is alive with lightning and with 
thunder, it extracts the fire from the cloud, and by doing 
so, preserves the tower in peace. Is there some such 
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power — ^is there not such a power in the soul of man ? The 
noblest spirits most nobly prove it. Singidar comparison ; 
the great warrior, of whom the simple girl most reminds 
ns, is Cromwell ; those passiages in which, after his eleya- 
tion to power, he sighed for the fields, and hedges, ieihd 
sheepwalks of Hnntingdon, are very Hke the . imploring 
yearnings of the Maid to be back in her own village. 
That-6ould not be, could not anyhow be; even had she 
gone back, the doom of greatness was upon her ; the curse 
which always must attend such a one as she was when 
lifted and set apart to such eminence. Whenever did it 
happen that a great deliverer was not also an expiation 
and a sacrifice? So runs the law; the greater the de- 
liverer the greater the expiation ; in William of Nassau ; 
in Ghistavus Adolphus ; in a lower sense, in Henii FV. ; 
in Cromwell; in Napoleon; sublimely above all these 
instances, in the unconscious innocence, the unstatesman- 
like sagacity of the Maid. The heroic is always super- 
natural ; no man ever could believe in heroes who does not 
believe in it. In the last period of her career, her conso- 
lations, her voices, came to her as distinct as ever ; they 
did not deceive her ; she knew there was a period beyond 
which was no light for her; in the splendours of her 
triumph, while organs were thundering Te Deums for her, 
and trumpets blaring out their shrill clarions of martial 
music round her, her heart must have ached beneath the 
corselet, and the woman's eye known that beautiful dim- 
ness, which might have been pardonable in man, but 
which was glorious in her. Then her voices came and 
ministered to her ; she heard them in wind murmurings ; 
in the responses and thrillings of bells ; she felt them in 
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ecstatic moods ; in higli upliftings ; they came to her ill 
mystical words: "Go on, go on, daughter of God, go on; 
God will help thee, go on." Poor girl! our reverence for 
her is compelled to pity. The king was a veritable coward, 
and knew the ^ce of a harlot better than the heart of a 
heroine ; he was one of those silken, dangling popinjays, 
which have made kings contemptible through all ages. 
And Tr6mouille was a traitor, who did not want to be 
too successful; he, indeed, it was who arrested, by the 
advice he gave, the progress of the Maid. To be sure, 
the king insisted on ennobling her and all her family for 
ever ; the family name was changed from d'Arc to Bes 
Luys, and armorial bearings were given to them of the 
lilies of France, and a sword rising from the midst, 
bearing a crown. Jeanne took rank as a count, and 
Charles himself invested her with a robe of cloth of gold, 
like that worn by the princesses ; she wore it over her 
armour. Truly, says Miss Parr, " She had a much 
lighter heart under the jerkin of leather thongs that she 
travelled in from Domremy." 

Her woman afterwards bore testimony how she kept 
long cruel vigils ; how they heard her during the whole 
night, weeping and praying for the king and the people. 
She was surrounded by treachery, and when she left the 
Loire behind her with the king and Court, there was not 
one solitary friend to offer a ransom, or try a rescue for 
her. She knew by the infallible voices that her hour drew 
nigh, and that she would be captured before the feast of 
St. John. This did not intimidate her ; on the contrary, 
she seemed to become more daring ; she went from Crepy 
to relieve Compeigne, a newly-acquired fortress, placed in 



■I 



Ci.FTUBB OF THE MAID. 145 

the liands of GiiillaTime Flavy. The story need not par- 
ticularly be recited ; how she pressed on too hotly in the 
pursuit of the foes, how, returning to the fortress, she 
found the gate closed on her. There seems reason to sus- 
pect Mavy of treachery ; he was distinctly enough charged 
with exposing her from jealousy of her infinitely superior 
renown. There was no positive proof against him, but 
Lord Mahon mentions the singular circumstance, that 
when, not long afterwards, he was murdered by his wife, 
and she was put upon her trial, she pleaded and proved 
that he had resolved to betray Joan of Arc to the enemy. 
This, we suppose, was pleaded as the motive of her 
vengeance, and, most remarkable, the plea was ad- 
mitted by the judge in that barbarous age. Alas ! 
however it may have happened, the Maid was now in 
the hands of the English; there was mourning, no 
doubt, for her in many true hearts; the English cele- 
brated her capture by Te Deums. At Tours there was 
public mourning ; the clergy and all the people made a 
barefooted procession throughout the town, supplicating 
God for her deliverance; the king and his Court took 
not the slightest notice of the circumstance, neither then 
nor at any moment, until years after her death. The 
Archbishop of Bheims, who had always opposed her — her 
first entrance to the king, her expeditions to Orleans, espe- 
cially her march to Eheims, his own cathedral city, which 
she enabled him to see — ^wrote to his troubled flock " to 
lighten their sense of the calamity which had befallen 
their beloved Maid." He convinced them that their loss 
was not so great as it might appear, for she had refused to 
hear counsel ; moreover, G-od had raised up a shepherd- 
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boy, lie said, who had shown the canse of her fall in that 
she had worn rich clothing, Sue., &c. It is an atrocious 
letter. 

If amidst all this the voices of Jeanne spoke to her still, 
and speak they did, they told her that she had no longer 
to go on, but to be still, endnring, and suffering. In 
prison, and through the agony of her long trials and 
examinations, she looks to ns no whit less sublime, than 
when she rode along in the full assurance of success 
through Orleans, or Patay, or Eheims. At first she was 
treated with tolerable kindness, but malice, hatred, and 
revenge were around her. The Duchess of Bedford laid a 
charge upon her guards that she should be treated with 
the respect due to a pure and perfect maiden. This was 
in Bouen ; the Duchess tried to prevail on her to change 
her dress ; and a tailor, after the fashion of her age, waited 
on her in prison, but when he, perhaps told to use some 
gentle force as well as persuasion, proceeded to unloose her 
jacket, he was surprised to find that her powerful young 
arm dealt him such a cuff as must quite have astonished 
his tailor's sensibilities ; he hastened away from the famous 
prisoner and was not wise enough to keep his story to 
himself. She was imprisoned, however, in several dreary 
fortresses : Beaurevoir, Arras, Crotoy ; there she saw kind 
women for the last time in her life. A number of ladies 
of Abbeville took a boat, fiye leagues down the Somme, to 
see her and comfort her. She thanked them, kissed them 
all at parting ; this was her farewell to all true, sisterly 
attention from her sex. Thence to Saint- Valery, Dieppe, 
Bouen. In her progress she made two intrepid attempts 
at escape, she said her " voices dissuaded her from making 
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the attempt, but they consoled her under her failnre." 
Many stories of martyrdoms are wonderful to read, this is 
most wonderful; such a complication of emissaries : Judas, 
Herod, and Pilate, Scribes, Sadducees, Pharisees, high- 
priests, and rulers, all taking counsel together. Paris was 
in the hands of England, the University of Paris, there- 
fore, was the creature of the English power in demanding 
her trial for witchcraft. Tr6mouille and Rheims had 
their interests to serve at Court; they lulled the con- 
science of the Idng, so that the trial should take its 
course. The English desired to wreak a signal vengeance 
on the head of the girl, which could not be by merely 
treating her as a soldier in arms for her country. The 
bad Cardinal of Winchester was the agent of the English. 
The Bishop of Beauvais, her chief judge and harsh per- 
secutor and prosecutor, hoped to obtain by his activity the 
vacant archbishopric of Bouen ; her friends were either 
compelled to leave her, were powerless, or, like Jean 
Gterson, were dead. The Inqxiisition only sent its agents 
in to watch the trial at its close, and it boasts that it took 
no part in her persecution. The Bishop of Beauvais, 
Pierre Cauchon, was driven from Beauvais, and as he had 
neither clergy nor territory of his own, it was only by an 
extraordinary Chapter that he was permitted to sit as an 
ecclesiastical judge. A clever complication of witnesses, 
and events, was arranged by the bishop to produce what 
he called "a beautiful trial." She, when called to trial, 
demanded, that as it was for witchcraft, she should have 
as many ecclesiastics adhering to the French king as to 
the English. She supplicated also that she might hear 
Mass. She was, however, already excommunicated, and 
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both requests were denied. There were six public sessions. 
Her judge must almost have surprised Jeanne when he 
first addressed her ; he was a sweet-spoken, silyerj-voiced, 
feline man ; she no doubt knew his bad blackness at once. 
Her trial, and all her intercourse with her judges, is full 
of touching incidents. She yearned for the offices of 
religion; attempts were made, of course, to show her 
religious ignorance : — 

" * Since you know the Pater Noster^ recite it before us,' 
said the bishop. 

** ' Hear me in confession, and I will recite it gladly.' 
The bishop was not moved by this touching offer of her 
confidence. He declined to hear her in confession ; tJiat 
would have deprived him of the satis&ction of acting as 
her judge, but he renewed his command, that she should 
repeat it. * Not unless you hear me in confession,' said 
the Maid. 

** * We will grant you one or two notable ecclesiastics of 
your own party, before whom to say it,' proposed the judge. 

" ' Neither will I say it to them, unless they hear me in 
confession,' was her response." 

A canon of Bouen Cathedral, Nicol&s Loiselleur, was 
induced by the bishop to act the part of a supple, subtle, 
skilful traitor. He disguised himself, and her guards 
professed to have compassion upon her, and to admit a 
strange priest from her own country, who desired to see 
her. The Earl of Warwick and two notaries listened to 
take down every word outside her prison door. The 
wretched priest — for the wretchedness was his property — 
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had no difficnlty in getting her to talk of Domremj, and 
the oak, and the fountain, and the castle called the island, 
and " VArhre des Fees ; " but nothing was elicited, and it 
should be recorded, to his honour, that Manchon, one of 
the notaries, when he found the purpose for which the 
Earl of Warwick brought him to that spot, refused to 
write. " I will take her words down in Court," he said, 
"not here." The grandeur of Jeanne*s behaviour on her 
trial was not either in stoical indifference, or proud 
haughtiness ; but in its sweet womanly simplicity, shrewd- 
ness, and endurance, all pervaded by an unhesitating con- 
sciousness that, humble as she was, she was yet the woman 
whom God had raised up. Sometimes a plaintive, pathetic 
cry was wrung from her. "You burthen me too much," • 
she said to the bishop, when he was pressing her with his 
questions. Again she addressed him. " You say that you 
are my judge— you are my adversary. Be mindful what 
you do ; for verily I am sent on the part of God ; you are 
putting yourself in great danger ; " and that denunciation 
confused the Court, and perplexed the judge for a moment 
or.two. Every friendly voice was instantly overwhelmed 
by him. Jean Fabri, an Augustine monk, made himself 
inimical by such poor kindness as he could render. There 
were great lawyers who dared to say even there, while the 
trial was going on, that it was an informal business alto- 
gether. She was asked " if she knew herself to be in the 
grace of God." It was a more delicate question than even 
the questioner knew ; if she answered yes, boldly, it would 
have* seemed arrogant; had she said no, she would have 
pleaded her own guiltiness. She at once said, " It is a 
great matter to reply to such a question." Fabri inter- 
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posed. " That is a great matter," lie said, *' to answer- 
perhaps the accused is not bound to answer npon it." 
"Yon wonld have done better to be silent," said the 
bishop to the monk. The question was put to her again 
after some confusion in the Court. ^' Speak, Jeanne ; do you 
know yourself to be in the grace of God ? " ** If I am not 
in the grace of God, God bring me to it ! " she said. " If 
I am, God keep me in it ! I should be miserable if I knew 
myself out of the love and grace of God." The pathetic 
beauty of the answer overwhelmed the whole Court. The 
evil-wishers were confused. " Thou hast well answered," 
said the Archdeacon of Erveux; as to the Augostine 
monk, he believed she was inspired. They tortured her 
with questions about her visions and voices; they per- 
secuted her keeper because he permitted her to stay and 
ofEer a prayer before the church on her wayirom prison to 
court each evening. She was able to look in and see the 
altar, and it was a little comfort to her, who sighed for 
religious consolations. Then followed her examinations 
in the prison, bound with the chains; for all this — 
evincing a measure of meanness, a dearth of piety and 
patriotism, in the souls of her accusers, it would be rare 
to match — ^we must refer our readers to Miss Parr's 
copious documentary extracts. Jeanne's replies to all 
questions seem to have been wondrously clear. Then, 
with reference to her banner : — 

" ^ When you first took this banner, did you ask whether 
it would make you victorious in every battle ? ' ' The 
voices,' answered she, ^ told me to take it without fear, and 
God would help me.' 
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"'Which gave the most help; you to the banner, or 
the banner to you ? ' * Whether victory came from the 
banner or from me, it belonged to our Lord alone.' 

" * Was the hope of victory founded on the banner or 
on yourself ?' * It was founded on God, and on nought 
besides.' 

" * If another person had borne it, would the same suc- 
cess have followed ? ' * I cannot tell ; I refer myself to Gk>d.* 

" * Why were you chosen sooner than another ?' * It 
was the pleasure of Grod that thus a simple maid should 
put the foes of the king to flight.' 

" * Were not you wont to say, to encourage the soldiers, 
that all the standards made in semblance of your own 
would be fortunate ?' ' I used to say to them, " Rush in 
boldly among the English" and then I used to rush in 
myself.' " 

They asked her if she prayed ; then in what words she 
prayed. Jeanne recited her secret prayer to God before 
the crowded court. 

" * Very tender Ood, in Twnour of yow holy passiony Ijpray 
you, if you love me, that you vrill reveal to me how I ought 
to answer these churchmen, I know well, as to this habit, 
the commamdment why I took it, hut I do not know in what 
marmer I ought to leave it off. Be pleased, therefore, to 
teach me.' 

" * And very soon they come,' added she. ' I have often 
news by my voices of you,* — ^looking up at the bishop. 

" ' What do they say of me P ' asked he. 

" a wiU teU you it apart.' " 
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Always she refeired Herself to Grod. When charged 
with not submitting h^self to the Chnrch, she said, 
wisely — " * As for the Church militant, I would bear 
it all the honour and reverence in my power. But as for 
referring my acts to the determination of that Chnrch 
militant, I must refer them to God, who cansed me to do 
them.' " 

Perhaps we err, but we even go far beyond Miss Parr 
in our vindication of the Maid. It onght never to be for- 
gotten, that tortored as she was on the rack of close cross- 
examination, there were yet some things she determined 
to reserve to herself. It is very likely that she could not 
give an acoonnt of what guided her to the king, in her 
first interview, or how that which she communicated to 
him was a secret ; she must have been a mystery to her<* 
self, but she evidently shrunk as much from talking of 
or describing her voices and visions, as a young girl 
shrinks from chattering of her love — ^it was all sacred to 
her. A chief article against her was her man's attire ; 
she promised to abjure it, and to sign her abjuration, if 
they would admit her to confession and to Mass ; it was 
the merest trick. Her woman's clothes were stolen from 
her cell in the night ; men's were left there ; this was the 
only clothing she could put on; the putting it on was 
treated as a relapse. Her own account, as recited by 
Lord Mahon, is more distressing still. In her dying 
moments she declared that an English lord had entered 
her prison and attempted violence ; on his departure, she 
resumed her man's attire, more effectually to guard her 
honour. However that might be, her voices which had 
left her ^vrken she abjured her man's attire, and signed her 
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abjuration, returned to her, liencef ortli not to rebnke or 
condemn, but to comfort ber, and to bear ber on in com- 
fort to the close. So on the tbirtietb of May, Martin 
TAdvenu, appointed ber confessor, entered ber cell to 
tell ber tbat she should be burned alive that day in tbe 
market-place of Bouen ; sbe was permitted to receive tbe 
Eucbarist, but in prison, without tbe pomp of the Catholic 
service. A mitre was set upon ber bead, on which were 
tbe words, " hebbtic, relapsed, apostate, idolater !" The 
first announcement had shaken all her firmness ; she burst 
into an agonj of tears, but courage and her faith in Christ 
returned. The bishop came to see her ; "I appeal to Grod 
against you," she said. As to the English, there was 
great joy that morning ; now Orleans, Bheims, and Patay, 
would be avenged. Four horses dragged on the car to tbe 
place of execution, surrounded by six hundred soldiers, 
their swords and lances gleaming in the sun of a bright 
May morning. What stops the car first P A monk flings 
himself before it exclaiming " Pardon ! Jeanne, pardon ! " 
It was the Canon Loiselleur, who had abused her con^- 
dence ; but she never knew tbat be had done so, and it is 
doubtful if she knew what the interruption meant ; he was 
warned that he bad better fly from Bouen as fast as 
possible. On went the procession to the old market ; ten 
thousand people were assembled to see ber die; and a 
great University preacher was waiting then, with a sermon 
upon the awful example, &c., &c., while others were read- 
ing the dreadful description of her, fastened to tbe tablet, 
on the funeral pile : 

JehannCy qui »^ est fait nommer la Tucetle, menteresse, jper^ 
nicieuse, dbuseresse du peuphy divineresse^ superstitietise, 
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blasphemeresse de DieUy presom^tueuse, mal criant de la.foi 
dm Jhesttacrist, vcunta/ressey ydolatrey cruelle^ dissohie, in/oocO' 
tresse d/u decibles, apostaie^ schisTnoHque, and hSrUique, 

The sermon over, ihej sought to entangle her in con- 
demnation of the king who had forsaken her. *' No," she 
said ; " whether I have ill done or well done touches not 
the king ; it was not he who. counselled me." Then she 
said how she forgave all her enemies, and even entreated 
their forgiveness. The weakness peculiar to the woman 
was gone again, and only the saintly heroine ascended 
the pile ; she vindicated her work and commission, and 
called on her beloved saints. She asked for a cross ; an 
English soldier, at the foot of the scaffold, made one of 
a broken stick. She thanked him, kissed it, and 
pressed it to her bosom. The Bishop of Thourenne had 
helped to sell her ; he was there, broken down and sob- 
bing ; even her wicked judge was in tears. The rage of 
the crowd grew tempestuous ; they demanded her speedy 
death ; but the executioner was afraid of his own* task ; 
the soldiers closed round the pile. Miss Parr says '' she 
had seen their backs often, she saw their faces now." 
She was bound to the stake, the towers of the old city, 
the old strange gables of four centuries since, thronged 
with gazers around her. The two priests — ^preserve their 
names, for they were friendly to her — ^Brother Isambard 
and Brother Martin — ^knelt by her. She possessed her 
soul in peace, and never sinned with her lips ; she saw the 
fire creeping up and warned them herself to descend; 
before the smoke and the flame could stifle her voice she 
sent it out, clear and shrill, to the tribunal where the Bishop 
of Beauvais sat: — "Bishop," she said, "I die by you; 
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if you had pnt me into the hands of the Ghnrch, I had 
never come here!" As her hysterical cry, " Jesns! 
Jesus ! " throbbed through the air, the excited imagina- 
tions of the people made shapes out of her anguish. As 
her cry became mild and beautiful, though firm, they saw 
the name of the Redeemer written in the clouds of smoke ; 
some were prepared to swear that they saw a white dove 
hovering over her head. What we know is, that Brother 
Martin stood by her to the last; he heard her cry in 
ecstasy, " My voices have not deceived me ! *' Then 
came a silence, and one loud cry, "Jesus!" ringing 
over the crowd — it was her last. The cry which then 
rose from the multitude in hoarse murmurs, " She was 
unjustly condemned ! She was unjustly condemned ! '* was 
too late for herself and for France. 

The wonders were not yet over ; it was the bad Cardinal 
of Winchester — ^whose death, so different to hers, has been 
described by Shakespeare — who commanded that her 
ashes should be cast into the Seine. The executioner, 
smitten with horror and grief, caftie frantically forward, 
declaring that her heart was not burnt, and would not 
bum. An English soldier, who hated her so thoroughly 
that he brought a brand to throw on the fire, when he 
heard her cry " Jesus ! '* was struck to the earth insensible, 
and when he came to himself was a changed creature. 
The secretary on the trial, who had longed to see her die, 
went away from the place of execution exclaiming, '* We 
are all lost men ; we have killed a saint ! " Her bitterest 
enemy in Bouen, Jean d'Estivet, was found dead on a 
dunghill outside Bouen gates. The infamous betrayer, 
Kicolas Loiselleur, had been forced to fly, but arriving in 



156 HEB PBOPHECT FULFILLED. 

B41e, he suddenly dropped down dead in the elinrcli. We 
dare not, with De Qamcy, follow the Bishop of Beanyais 
to his death-bed ; that of the Cardinal of Winchester is 
known to ns. In ten years' tune, all the acts of the 
"beautiful trial" were revoked; the bishop had not gained 
the archbishopric — ^he died very shortly after Jeanne's exe- 
cution, while his valet was trimming his beard. Jeanne's 
&ther died broken-hearted for his daughter's death and 
disgrace; her mother, however, and her brother Pierre 
were restored to all their honours, and pensioned by the 
city of Orleans ; and the Maid's innocence and glory were 
declared by law in every city of France. In Bouen a cross 
was erected on the place of her martrydom ; her sentence 
was affixed to it and there publicly torn. In Orleans a 
penitential procession by torchlight was held, and the 
Bishop of Coutances and the chief inquisitor took part in 
it, to promulgate the law. The poor old Dame d'Arc 
survived only two years after this, but one of Jeanne's 
brothers was knighted and became Grovemor of that very 
city of Vaucouleurs, to which she went with steps of 
trepidation and wonder to declare her mission ; he lived 
to a great age and died in honour. Not many years after 
the death of Jeanne the English surrendered Bouen. 
From the turning-point of Providence to which she had 
conducted them, her countrymen never turned back ; the 
War of a Hundred Years was at an end, and Jeanne's 
prophecy came true, that " all the English would he thrust 
out of France excepting those who died there.** We also 
may well rejoice that it was so — ^England could never 
make a colony of France — ^yet had our conquest of it 
not been turned back, there must have been a fierce 
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struggle to have prevented tliis. Our gratitude is there- 
fore due to lier, that she did her part to save us from this ; 
and our thanks are due to Miss Parr for a monument to 
her memory, the most perfect in literature — as that of 
Mary of Orleans, or Burgundy, is the most perfect in 
marble. 



CHAPTEK Vm. 

THE EOMANCB OP HISTORIC DOUBTS. — THE LAST OF THE 
PLANTAGBNETS. — KING JOHN. 

Strange sliadows are projected on mists ; but tlie pliaii- 
toms of tlie Brocken and tlie mirage of tlie desert are not 
more wonderful and impalpable tlian are certain stories, 
especially in what may be called the literature of historic 
doubts. To tbe world tbey are, perhaps, not very im- 
portant after all, but scholars, poets, antiquarians, and 
novelists have delighted to dream over such things. What 
a curious story, among others, is that not- very-well-known- 
one, but which has yet been made the subject of a pleasant 
novel,* and which was communicated by Heneage Finch, 
fourth Earl of Winchelsea, to Doctor Brett, who sent it in 
a letter to Peck, the antiquary, by whom it was printed 
in his ^^ Desiderata Guriosa" Most of our readers will 
remember that B/ichard III. had one natural son, named 
John of Gloucester, whom he made Captain of Calais, 
styling him by his patent, " Our beloved bastard.*' If the 
story told in Peck be true, he had another son — a legi- 
timate one — who was brought up in obscurity, rousdd and 

* '' The Last of the Plantagenets." An historical romance^ 
illustrating some of the public events, and domestic and eccle- 
siastical manners of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. Smith 
and Elder. 1829. 
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hurried away at niglit to the field oi Bosworth, where 
Bichard acknowledged him, delivered him into safe 
keeping for a more public acknowledgment in the event 
of victory, and for eafeiy in flight in the event of defeat. 
As we know, it was defeat, and the canse of the Planta- 
genets was utterly lost. After many adventures, the 
yonth became a bnilder, and was employed as a bnilder 
in the erection of Eastwell Palace, when he discovered 
himself to Sir Thomas Moyle, who, in 1546, gave him 
ground in his park to bnild himself the cottage in which 
he resided until he died, at upwards of eighty years of 
age, in the reign of Edward VI. Such is the story ; nor 
is there anything very improbable in it. Not long since we 
were conversing with a poor but very respectable man, a 
man of great sagacity, and, although not knowing much 
of books, marvellously learned in the ways and habits of 
the inhabitants of pools, lakes, rivers, rocks, and trees — a 
most entertaining man. But what most interested us was 
to find communicated, piece by piece, and without any 
design to startle or impress us, that he, our poor friend, 
highly respected for many miles round his own home, and 
earning by his pursuits'a small, quiet, sufficient subsistence, 
was a baronet in his own right, his title extending back to 
the times of Elizabeth. He told it ub as a secret, showed 
us his arms and his genealogy, which he kept locked 
away in a drawer in an old bureau. We are not certain that 
even his wife — a woman very worthy of him — knew of the 
ancient honours attaching to his &mily. The drift of cir- 
cumstances, especially the dissipated habits of previous 
generations, had forced him down, and he accepted his 
own circi^nstances, and made the best of them. ^^ But," 



. « 



160 HISTORIC REPUTATIONS. 

said lie, " if tUs were known, and I were to speak of it, it 
wonld only make me the subject of jest and laughter^*' 
And we dare say he was surprised by our conversation into 
telling us the circumstance — as we were living hundreds 
of miles away from the region where he lived, and where 
he was so well known. 

But when we travel into the region of historic doubts, 
we are in a wide, various, and interesting field. What, 
for instance, of Bichard III. himself P It seems as if for 
his bad character he is very much indebted to the handy- 
work of one Will Shakespeare. Miss Halsted, in her two 
volumes of the " Life of Richard III.," has certainly done 
more than a little to rescue his name from obloquy ; and it 
seems certain that the ill savour which has accompanied 
his name is greatly owing to the circumstance that he and 
his party were on the wrong side — on the losing side, in 
which no name is ever respectable. In Shakespeare's 
time Lancastering prejudices ran high. Shakespeare was 
certainly the laureate of the winning side, and he is the 
historiographer of the English nation. The ill deeds attri- 
buted to Richard III. must certainly take their place 
among historic doubts. 

One of the most Quixotic attempts in this chivalrous 
desire to readjust biographic reputations is that of a Mr. 
Chadwick, who has taken in hand King John.* But 
with all his good intentions in this way, Mr. Chadwick 
has not succeeded. This ^' Ethopian will not change his 
skin ; this leopard cannot get rid of his spots ;" in other 

* " King John of England." A history and yindioation^ based 
on the original authorities. By William Chadwick. John Sussell 
Smith. 



THOMAS CABLYLB ON KINO JOHN. 161 

"wordfl, '''Dis nigger won't wasli wHte anyhow." And 
the attempt only proclaims the author to be a very re- 
spectable goose. Mr. Carlyle, in one of those marvellous 
little photographs, only partially related, perhaps, to the 
great family gallery through which he may be moving, 
but with which his writings abound, has given a brief, 
strong, striking likeness of King John, and none of Mr. 
Chadwick's discoveries disturb any of the main features 
of his likeness. 

"These clear eyes of neighbour Jocelin looked on the 
bodily presence of King John — the very John Sans Terre, 
or Lackland, who signed Magna Charta afterwards at 
Runnemead. Oh, Jocelin, what did he say ? what did he 
do ? how looked he ? how lived he ? at the very lowest, 
what coat or breeches had he on ? As * through a 
glass darkly,' we, with our own eyes and appliances in- 
tensely looking, discern at most a blustering, dissipated 
human figure, with a kind of blackguard quality air, in 
cramoisy velvet, or other uncertain texture — ^uncertain 
cut, with much plumage and fringing, amid numerous 
other human figures of the like, riding abroad with hawks, 
talking noisy nonsense, tearing out the bowels of St. 
Edmondsbury convent — ^its larder, namely, andj cellars, in 
the most ruinous way, living at rack and manger there. 
Jocelin notes only, with a certain subacidity of manner, 
'that the King's majesty, Bominus Bex, did leave as a 
gift for our St. Edmond's shrine, a handsome enough 
silk cloak, or rather pretended to leave, for one of his 
retinue borrowed it of us, and we never got sight of it 
again; and, on the whole, that the Dominus Bex gave 

11 
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us at departing thirteen sterling ii — one shilling and one 
penny — ^to say a mass for him, and so departed like a 
shabby Lackland, as he was — Thirteen pence sterling! 
This was what the convent got from Lackland for all 
the victuals he and his made away with (during a fort- 
night). We, of course, said our mass for him, having 
covenanted to do it, but let impartial posterity judge 
with what degree of favour.' And in this manner 
vanishes King Lackland, jingling the shabby thirteen 
pence merely, and rides with his hawks into Egyptian 
night again." 

Mr. Carlyle's last sentence describes exactly the literary 
result of Mr. Chadwick's book. This ragged-looking 
king is as much out at his historical elbows now as 
ever. 

Still, were it not for the very uncommendable spirit in 
which Mr. Chadwick has chosen to address himself to 
his task, we should have received his volume with thank- 
fulness, and have read it with feelings not wanting in a 
certain amount and kind of pleasure. Ours is a day in 
which many wrong things have been righted in history. 
We heartily rejoice whenever, in consequence of laborious 
research, a great character emerges from its cloud of 
obloquy, or its grave of infemy; and with all that the 
whole literature of the English constitution has affirmed 
to us of John Lackland, when we commenced the reading 
of Mr. Chadwick's book, we did not know precisely what 
to expect. True, his " Life of Daniel Defoe " had not left a 
very pleasant impression upon our minds— still, we said, 
Here is perhaps a man with some patience, and some in- 
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genuousness. Let us see. But Mr. GhAdwick is neitlier 
courteous nor dignified in his way of expressing either his 
own convictions, or his sense of the work of previous 
historians ; he is very fond of the spasmodic style ; his 
pages abonnd in dhs and ehs as much as any creature we 
ever knew in hysterics. "We must say, also, that he is 
most needlessly insolent. Miss Strickland's history is 
described as " old maids' gossip," and, mercy upon ns ! 
the man charges her with having "a good conceit of her- 
self." 

"Oh wad some power the giftie gie us." 

Dr. Lingard is treated no better — "priest and spinster," 
as he designates the pair, fare very badly, at the hands of 
Mr. Chadwick's politeness. The excellent work of Dr. 
Henry, which among the many histories of our country 
deserves to be spoken of with very great respect, is treated 
and dismissed in the same fashion. Dismissed — ^well, Mr. 
Chadwick does not in fact dismiss the people from whom 
he quotes ; his style seems to compel him to fling ofE into 
an hysterical /i!*rore, and from time to time to kick them 
about his study. Thus, the names which received a good 
thrust of insolence at the commencement of the book, 
dare not congratulate themselves that they shall not have 
another before the close. He is no believer in history ; 
and, in fact, never mentions the science without a sneer. 
Modem historians he describes as "old women," which is 
not exactly the impression we had formed of Lappenberg, 
or Kemble, or Carlyle — not to mention many a name 
synonymous with intelligence and strength. 

Mr. Chadwick's book, therefore, is not pleasant or con- 
ciliatory in the manner of it. This would have been 

11—2 
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objectionable, however fresh and convincing the matter : 
for John he claims — " Ha ! then, King John, by attesta- 
tion of the Holy Ghost, was manifestly noble." "The 
real and actnal John is a very different man and king 
from what history has made him.'* " King John became 
the most enlightened and patriotic of English . kings." 
"He served the nationality of England." Still more 
marvellous, we find John called, " this church reformer." 
The placing England in vassalage to the Church of Eome 
is described as "a kingly act," and "his writs bear the 
mark of his own vigorous intellect and well-nigh ubiqui- 
tous intelligence," and, to quote no more, " the John of 
history so-called, is a myth — a phantasm. The John who 
reigned right royally in this England, was every inch a 
king, and a man by nature, gentle as a girl, and softened 
with all tender charities. He fell on an evil day, and his 
memory has had no defender ;" and if our memory should 
ever need a defender, we trust the well-intentioned indi- 
vidual who shall set himself to the task, will make out a 
better case for -as than Mr. Chadwick has contrived to 
make out for his " right royal king." It is quite possible 
that John has suffered something at the hands of monkish 
historians. The truth is, the idea of kingliness enters so 
slightly at all into our conception of the composition of 
his character that our impressions may need some slight 
revision. John was the son of a king, and if a usurper, 
had yet some of the royal airs of a usurper. He had cer- 
tainly a great deal of agility ; he would seem to have been 
a sufficiently reckless creature ; but this is not in itself a 
virtue — and a king, any more than any other man, is not 
to be commended because he is always in motion, apart 
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from the quality and intention of His motion. This 
activity or nbiqnitonsness is regarded as a great virtne by 
our author ; but we must remind him that nothing came 
out of it all. No king in our whole history has carried 
less weight and presence than John ; scarcely any seem 
to have trusted him; all fell off from him. He was a 
man to get himself incessantly into quarrels and dilemmas ; 
and with one or another he was always embroiled : hawk- 
ing at aU manner of game— France, Scotland, England, 
laity, clergy, the Pope ; and the end of it all was that, in 
^t, after all sorts of servile cringings — ^with one hand 
giving himself and kingdom over to the Pope, with the 
other giving the very same things to his barons — ^he is 
thoroughly beaten in his kingdom, and almost beaten out 
of it, by a French child. He was a usurper, and our 
great historical poet has put into the mouth of the 
Legate Pandulph the words which exactly describe his 
position — 

" A sceptre snatch'd with an umruly hand. 
Must be as boisterously maintain'd as gain'd : 
And he that stands upon a slippery place 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up." 

Many of the gravest charges against King John, 
Mr. Chadwick leaves exactly where he found them. The 
murder of Prince Arthur, the rightful heir to the throne, 
he does not seem to contemplate with much abhorrence. 
The story of Prince Arthur's assassination is by no means 
disproved. ^' Beyond all question, he was tried in private 
for high treason, and executed." All historians, who 
have told the story of his murder, are "mendacious." 
^' Sentimentalists pule and whimper over the innocent 
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ydutli — ay, but tliat youth had ah*eady been made a tool, 
and might, certainly would, be used to keep up a never- 
ending controversy/' 

We are not accustomed to find historical, and even 
kingly murderers, dismissed with so courteous a coup de 
grace. The repudiation of his first wife, and the out- 
rageous immoralities of King John, find tender treatment « 
from Mr. Chadwick. That he saved the teeth of Jacob, 
the Jew, and some of the properties of other Jews, who, 
no doubt, had rendered to him abundant personal compen- 
sation, will, we fear, avail slightly against the strong tide 
of legend and popular impression as to his cruelties to- 
wards that persecuted people. We are glad to find fished 
up some items of evidence of John's care for the poor : — 

" * The Kvng, et cetera, to the Mayor atid Vicecourds 
[Sheriffs] of London, et cetera, — ^We enjoin upon you that, 
on the inspection of the Prior of Saint Trinity and iiij 
legal men of the city of London, you make the crop of 
your farm to be bought, and you cause bread to be made, 
so that four loaves of bread may be of the value of one 
penny, and you cause flour to be ground for making 
pottage ; and from the day of the receipt of these letters 
you may feed at London CCC paupers, even to the day of 
the Assumption of the Blessed Mary [the 15th day of 
August following], so that each of them may have daily 
one loaf of bread; and you shall have made as much 
pottage from the flour as they [the mayor and sherifEs] 
may be able to receive ; wheat-flour may be found ; and 
when this cannot be found, as much pottage is to be ' 
made from beans and pease, from which they may be 



HIS BENEVOLENCE AND PATRIOTISM. 167 

stLstained, that they perisli not ; and it shall be reckoned 
to yon at the Exchequer. I myself atbesting at Claren- 
don, on the 2d day of May (a.d. 12i35).' 

" This feeding of three hnndred paupers in the city of 
London by King John was not the only exertion of the 
ro^l benevolence on this very trying occasion ; bnt even 
when taken alone, it rebukes the monkish story of the 
king's cruelty, profanity, and recklessness of character 
generally. There are hundreds of examples in the writs 
extant, and published by the Becord Commissioners, of 
the unwearied kindness and religious feeling of the king 
in feeding and assisting the poor and indigent on this and 
other occasions. 

" Under the same form it was written to the Vicecount 
of Wiltshire, that, * through the supervision of the Abbot 
of Stanley, and iiij legal men of Marlborough, he might 
feed C paupers for the term written above (from the 2d 
of May to August 15th following, a.d. 1205).' " 

We give the king the f uU benefit of these items, which 
say, perhaps, if we stretch our charity very much, a little 
for his memory, and for certain human possibilities even 
in him. Mr. Chadwick devotes, however, his whole 
strength to the consideration of Magna Charta. It is 
his belief that Stephen Langton, and all the men who 
won it, were fellow conspirators. In the curious imagina- 
tion of Mr. Chadwick, the Charta is a "farce," and "the 
men who framed it, whitewashed stenching sepulchres." 
Here is a pleasant paragraph : — 

" It may not be out of place here to state that the men, 
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barons, or traitors, or what yon. will, who invited an 
invasion from France in the year a.d. 1216, were the same 
men who were in France inviting an invasion of England 
in the year a.d. 1213 ; and also that these same men or 
barons were, xinder Stephen Langton, the French profes- 
sor, the great actors at Bnnnemead of the insvUing farce 
called MAGNA CHAETA. Put that and this together, 
reader. Connecting these men, Langton, De Qoinci, 
Fitz-Walter, and Vesci, with French intrigues and French 
invasions, over a period of six years at least — and finding 
the getting up of the great Magna Charta gathering at 
Bunnemead to be entirely and altogether in their hands — 
and finding, as we do, that one of their French invasions, 
that of 1213, drove King John, by the advice of William 
Marshall, Earl of Pembroke, Walter Grey, his Chancellor, 
and others, to take refuge for himself and kingdom in the 
Church of Bome, to save that kingdom from annexation 
to France, we make bold to pronounce that the surrender 
of the crown of England to the Pope^ in so far a^ it wa^ 
blameworthy, was the act and deed of these men ; and that 
they were traitors to the crown of England in inviting a 
French invasion — a threatening of invasion that drove the 
King of England to the position which he had to take at 
Dover before Pandulph the legate. Further, seeing that 
the getting up of 'Magna Charta' at Eunnemead was 
theu*s two years afterwards, we fearlessly affirm that 
* Magna Charta * wcw the production of traitors, headed by 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, acting under French advice 
and French influences — in short, that * Magna Charta * wa^ 
the fruit of a French traitorous conspiracy, carried into 
execution by Stephen Langton, Archbishop of Canterbury ^ and 
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his abettors, Bobert Eitz- Walter, Eustace de Yesci, Saher 
de QtiiiLci, and others." 

Mr. Chadwick seems to be utterly unable to comprehend 
the bearings of the question of which he has undertaken 
to give the history. There seems little doubt that John, 
with the shrewd cunning of an utterly unprincipled man, 
sought to evade his barons, and supposed that he could 
place himself effectually beyond their power by giving up 
his kingdom to the Pope as his Lord paramount. We 
think historians, who have charged on the memory of 
King John the most recreant cowardice, in that he pur- 
chased his title from Borne, making himself its vassal or 
freeholder, a tenant of the throne for an annual i^ental, 
have expressed the simple truth of the case. Mr. Chad- 
wick speaks of Langton and his compatriots as '^con- 
spirators ; " but he manages to leave on the reader's mind 
the impression of an utter knave of a king. He says : — 

** John was freeholder, and his barons were copyholders ; 
and no Pope could upset the order of precedency. 

" Copyholders assuming to be legislators at Bunnemead ! 
— yes, at Bunnemead ! The thing was a sham, for copy' 
holders could tu)t legislate there. 

" Their signatures, their escutcheons, their seals attest- 
ing, what were they ? 

" All sham ! — all ! The Magna Charta was a farce, a 
delusion, and a fraud ; invalid in title, and utterly worthless 
as a legal document, ^^ 

And to crown all, ''we believe the gathering at Bunne- 
mead to have been an attempt to filch from Pope Innocent 
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III. his TITLE DEEDS TO ENGLAND." We do not know • 
whether Mr. Chadwick be himself a Papist ; it would seem 
so. The story he recites tells little of filching ; when men 
meet armed in camp, on the plain, to express with gauntlet 
or sword their determination not to be trifled with, and 
wring from knavish princes a concession of the majesty of 
right, our lexicon would furnish us, for a description of 
the transaction, with another word than filch. We believe, 
however, that Mr. Chadwick, with some accuracy, describes 
the affair. The meeting at Kunnemead was convoked to 
restore to the nation certain old Saxon privileges ; perhaps 
to wrest the title deeds of England from the Pope. " You, 
King John, have chosen to sell your own despicable soul 
and body to the man yonder. You call yourself freeholder 
— call us copyholders, or what you will ; but by the eternal 
Gk)d, you have not sold us. No, it becomes very necessary 
now that we should let you see what we think of ourselves, 
and of our position, in this matter. You have long had a 
notion what we think of you. So long as * the Italian 
priest ' did not claim the right ' to tithe and toll in our 
dominions,' we even looked quietly on much wrong done 
to ourselves, and to our own feudatories ; but now here we 
bring you to book and to mark. This Charter, with its 
fences and prescriptions, its acknowledgments of right, 
you sign, so that in any effort, hereafter, you make against 
us, you prove yourself to be, what we suspect you may be, 
a chartered and dissolute liar. Sign it there and sign it 
now, in the face of heaven, these fields, these woods, these 
people, or we, the Barons of England, will send you 
packing, or grind you to powder." This we believe to have 
been, and to be, the common sensfe of the Great Charter. 
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Our author eeems to have no conception of tHe immense 
difficulties of that trying period, and, of course, his theory 
as to the character of the king naturally affects all his 
impressions. He has, however, drawn such a portrait 
even in this part of his narrative, that John only comes 
before us characterised by the cunning of a little, feeble, 
and ignoble prince, and amazed to find his own efEorts 
to outwit outwitted by the bravery and magnanimity of 
his barons. There was promptitude in the mind of the 
Idng; perhaps all that Mr. Chadwick has attributed 
passed through it ; but, in fact, the barons brought him to 
account because he was a knave. Feudalism had its privi- 
leges as well as its rights. The king was a despot, and 
had broken his coronation vows. AU Mr. Ghadwick's 
blaster goes for nothing in the light of the fact that they 
did wring from him the Gharta. Then it was not a dead 
letter, but became, through §XL subsequent centuries, the 
light and the landmark of English freedom. We need 
not think of a virtue very far beyond our reach when we 
recall the men of that great movement. The king himself 
never intended to fulfil the conditions upon which the 
barons had disbanded their troops. He obtained from his 
Pope a bull annulling the deed, and prohibiting both the 
king and his subjects from payiag any regEurd to it, and 
he was soon in arms ravaging and laying waste his 
country. No doubt, conspiracy was met by conspiracy. 
John conspired with Bome against the liberties of England, 
the barons were compelled to conspire with France agaizist 
the tyranny of the king. In many aspects, John is like 
Gharles at a later period ; but the prime instrument for 
the repression of tyranny was the Gharta. Its few prin- 
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ciples were fall, and there was in them a power of elastic 
accommodation to fatnre ages and exigencies. We are 
quite content that its virtue shall be tested by the copy of 
it in Mr. Chadwick's volume. Its framers deserve the 
reverence of their posterity to the latest epoch of our 
country's history, if but for that one great saying, quoted 
by John Hampden, in the far-ofE struggle of other times, 
"We shall sell, * delay,' or deny justice to none" — that 
great principle by which arbitrary imprisonment and 
punishment without trial became impossible, and the 
buckler of protection covered the serf as well as the 
baron. We commend to Mr. Chadwick's notice, after all 
his sneering, which strikes us as more than unjust, as most 
irreverential, considering what this famous document has 
been through the many ages of its progress and passage 
to our times, the felicitous language of that great states- 
man and able scholar, Sii» James Mackintosh ; in his 
English history, he says : — 

'^ On the English nation, undoubtedly, the Charta has 
contributed to bestow the union of establishment with im- 
provement. To all mankind it set the first example of the 
progress of a great people for centuries, in blending their 
tumultuary democracy and haughty nobility with a fluc- 
tuating and vaguely limited monarchy, so as at length to 
form from these discordant materials the only form of 
free government which experience had shown to be recon- 
cilable with widely extended dominions. Whoever in any 
future age or unborn nation may admire the felicity of the 
expedient which converted the power of taxation into the 
shield of liberty, by which discretionary and secret im- 
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prisonment was rendered impracticable, and portions of 
the people were trained to exercise a larger share of 
judicial power than was ever allotted to them in any- 
other civilised state, in snch a manner as to secnre instead 
of endangering public tranquillity ; — ^whoever exults at the 
spectacle of enlightened and independent assemblies, who, 
under the eye of a well-informed nation, discuss and 
determine the laws and policy likely to make com- 
munities great and happy; — whoever is capable of com- 
prehending aU the effects of such institutions, with all 
their possible improvements, upon the mind and genius 
of a people, is sacredly bound to speak with reve- 
rential gratitude of the authors of the Great Charter. 
To have produced it, to have preserved it, to have 
matured it, constitute the immortal claim of England 
on the esteem of mankind. Her Bacons and Shake- 
speares, her Miltons and Newtons, with aU the truth 
which they have revealed, and all the generous virtue 
which they have inspired, are of inferior value when com- 
pared with the subjection of men and their rulers to the 
principles of justice ; if, indeed, it be not more true that 
these mighty spirits could not have been formed except 
under equal laws, nor roused to full activity without the 
influence of that spirit which the Great Charter breathed 
over their forefathers." 

On the whole, Mr. Chadwick has hatched a very foolish 
book. It is so wise to look round the entire circle of a 
subject, and especially where it is involved in the dust of 
ancient records, that we could have been well pleased with 
our author, even had we differed from him, but for the 



174 THE DOG QUESTION. 

spirit in whicli lie has accomplished his work. Eef errmg 
to the sports of England, in the days of King John, and 
to the introduction of various breeds of dogs in our 
country, Mr. Chadwick says, "It is much to be desired 
that some persevering student would go into the dog 
question fully." We cordially recommend that subject to 
his attention ; at any rate, in the power to bark and snarl, 
ho is a very canis major. 






CHAPTER IX. 

THE LAST HISTORIC DOUBT. — LOUIS XVII. 

There are historic doubts whicli, after all the achieve- 
ments of exploring Dryasdusts, and every kind of exploring 
evidence, remain doubts still, As to what was the fate of 
Prince Arthur. Who was the last of the Plantagenets ? 
Was he a son of Richard III. ? Who was Perkin War- 
beck ? or what was the fate of the princes in the Tower ? 
. If the world does not outgrow the taste for such vanities, 
some Horace Walpole of the future will certainly bend his 
attention to such documents and speculations as those to 
which we shall refer in the course of the following pages, 
and failing aU future positive evidence, the volume of Mr. 
Hanson will be sufficient to create grave embarrassment, 
and keep the question of the identity, and the destiny of 
the unhappy little prince in the Temple, surrounded by 
gravest doubts, of which, assuredly, the noble and estim- 
able missionary, Eleazar Williams, will reap the benefit. 
Lamartine, in his "History of the Restoration,*' has, 
indeed, said, " the existence of Louis XVII. can only serve 
as food for the imagination, and as a text for fancy, but 
never for the serious research of history. It is one of 
those enigmas that men are eternally proposing, and which 
are not to be solved but by probability or * Providence.' " 
We purpose, however, in the following pages, to look at 
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some few o£ the probabilities or improbabilities in con- 
nection with received stories. Certainly, although the 
poor little victim, on whose head descended the injustice 
and cruelty of the Revolution, in its most atrocious and 
revolting form, was no great historic personage, his dis- 
appearance was as much the subject of wonder and dis- 
belief in his death, as the death of Prince Arthur or of 
Frederick of Hoenstaffen. The question may not be one 
of the most intense historic interest, but it bears on the 
story of the Royal Families of France ; while, independent 
of his relation to the historic doubt, the life of Mr. 
"Williams is interesting from his own noble and self- 
denying career as a missionary. 

Into the early circumstances of the French Revolution, 
it is by no means necessary that we should enter; they 
are familiar to all our readers — ^the trials which beset the 
family of Louis XVI. bef6re the days of the Revolution ; 
the machinations of his brothers— the Count de Provence, 
afterwards Louis XVIII. , and the Count d'Artois, after- 
wards Charles X. ; and how the vanity and ambition, 
especially of the former, accelerated the circumstances 
which led to the Revolution. It is enough to say that 
Louis- Charles was the second son of Louis XVI. and Marie 
Antoinette, and was born at Versailles, March 27th, 1785. 
There are many anecdotes testifying to the sweetness of 
his disposition, and even to the strength of his character, 
and the child became loved and respected by the variable 
and excitable French people. Until the year 1792, he 
shared the splendours and excitements of Versailles, the 
Tuilleries, and St. Cloud. He showed signs of great 
intelligence ; he was, of course, included in the flight to 
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Yarennes, disguised in girl's clothes, and all his family in 
some masquerade disguise ; lie was carried down a secret 
stairway into the street at midnight. "What do you 
think of all this ? " said his sister. " I suppose/' said the 
child, ** we are all going to the theatre ; " but when they 
were detained among crowds, confusion, altercation, and 
dismay, and the poor little lad dropped asleep in a strange 
dark room, as he awoke his sister said to him, " Oh, 
Charles, you deceived yourself; this is no comedy," he 
is reported to have said, " I have seen that for a long 
time ; *' but returning to Paris his life flowed back for a 
short time into its old course ; his education was resumed 
from step to step ; the power of the king declined. On the 
10th of August, 1792, the king and royal family had to 
take shelter from the violence of the mob in the monastery 
of the Feuillans ; they were entirely destitute of every- 
thing. Linen was supplied them by their friends. Lady 
Gower Sutherland sent, for the use of the Dauphin, the 
clothes of her son, who was a child of about the same age. 
On the 13th, they were transferred to their final prison in 
the tower of the Temple. Laniartine, in his " History of 
the Girondists," has, with some considerable distinctness, 
described this building, which had about it many of the 
characteristics of the Tower of London ; standing, 
however, not on the banks of the river, but in the 
most densely-crowded part of Paris. It was a strong 
ch&teau ; it had been built as a kind of a monastic 
and priestly prison, yet it contained some of the sugges- 
tions of a city ch&teau ; it stood near the Faubourg St. 
Antoine, and was, therefore, not far from the Bastile, and 
when that fortress of legendary tyranny and cruelty fell, 

12 
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the spirit wHcli had made it execrable took up its resi- 
dence in the Temple. This vast, abrupt, dark mass — 
then one of the most ancient and remarkable buildings 
of Paris — became henceforth significant that democracy 
can be as demoniac as despotism. Erected by the Knights 
Templars about the year 1200, it was a massive square 
tower, one hundred and fifty feet high, flanked at the 
angles by four circular turrets ; it had on the north side a 
small stone building attached to it, but without internal 
conmiunication, called the little tower, and it had familiar 
turrets of lesser dimensions at the angles ; all the turrets 
and towers capped with their cones ; the whole building 
presented an appearance of stem and gloomy strength, 
recalling the grim times when it was reared, and had 
been the scene of much of the heroism, magnificence, 
luxury, and tragic suffering of the priestly Knights of 
Jerusalem. It is an amazing thing that such a building 
should have been demolished, and its very site built over. 
When the royal family entered this ancient fortress, now 
to be their dungeon of incarceration, the tower had been 
for many years untenanted, and only a depository for 
lumber ; this became the Bastile set apart by the brave 
children of freedom for torturing the king and his i&miLy. 
He was lost in wonder at the dark and gigantic building 
— the rude Gx)thic dungeon, heavy as it was, wholly in- 
adequate for comfort or even decency, was not thought 
sufficiently secure without additional bolts, bars, and 
blinds, to obscure the embrasure windows ; the doors of 
ancient oak were reinforced with iron, and new ones put up 
on the corkscrew stairs. Some of its rooms had been 
occasionally used by the Count D'Artois; but it could 
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never have been a desirable residence for any mortal. 
Compared witb it, the Tower of Xiondon has an air of 
ligbtness and grace. Tbe walls of the edifice were nine 
feet thick ; and tbe windows narrowed in the embrasures 
of the walls, while only a feeble and remote light entered 
any of the rooms ; but the spiral staircase led through 
seven successive wickets to the platform of the tower of 
this pleasing edifice. An exterior gallery crowned the 
summit — ^the least breath of air howled up there like a 
tempest; thither ascended all the noises of Paris, while 
the eye ranged over the streets and suggestive buildings, 
near or in the distance, and the villages, meadows, and 
parks of the surrounding country. Beneath, there were 
the large alleys, paved with flag-stones, surrounding the 
building. There had been a garden, it was overgrown by 
rank vegetation. The king and his family were conveyed 
to this place by night ; he, perhaps, entered it without 
any foreboding of the fearful fate which awaited him and 
his family within its walls ; but when a valet-de-chambre 
asked of a municipal officer whither his master was to be 
conducted, the other replied, " Thy master has been used 
to gilded roofs ; well, now he will see how the assassins 
of the people are lodged." The Abb6 Edgeworth, wha. 
attended the king in his last moments, describes his access 
to his apartment through the doors of towers, narrow and 
very low, so overcharged with iron bolts and bars, that 
they opened with a horrible noise; through winding 
stairs, so narrow, that two persons would have difficulty 
in getting past each other — these stairs cut across by 
barriers, each guarded by a true scms culotte sentinel- 
generally drunk ; their wild acclamations ringing through 
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the vast yatdts which covered every story of the tower. 
We need not dwell on the atrocions insults and cruelties 
of that imprisonment— the separation of the king and 
queen; the confining each prisoner in a separate dun- 
geon ; the separation of the little prince from his mother, 
under the pretext that he was too old (seven years and 
six months) to be left in the hands of women. The story 
of the royal family is a pretty story for a great nation to 
have to tell, but the history of France is full of such 
narratives, and it is only the dignity of the victims which 
gives greater prominence to this. The king was be- 
headed ; the little prince was proclaimed king, by the 
title of Louis XVII., in every country in Europe ; the 
possessor, however, of this vain title was, in the mean- 
time, subjected to a course of privation and ill-usage, such 
as were, perhaps, never before inflicted on a child of his 
age, even in the humblest walks of life. The cruelties 
towards the queen and Madame Elizabeth, the king's 
sister, have been often recited. We shall pass them by 
noWjOnly to inquire, Did the young king really die, as was 
reported, in the Temple, beneath the ill-usage he received, 
or did he escape? and is he or was he, until recently, 
living, and in America ? Until the death of the king, he 
had, in some measure, continued the education of his son. 
After his death, for a short time, the child seems to have 
been restored to the queen, but he fell ill, which is not at 
all matter for wonder. The queen solicited the attendance 
of a physician for some time — days even ; her request was 
not only disregarded, but even laughed at. At last, after 
discussion in the Council of the Commune, which occupied 
its dignity upon the question of the attendance of a medi- 
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cal man upon a sick child, tlie prison doctor, M. Thierry, 
was permitted to attend him, and the queen was satisfied 
with the attendance, for the doctor seems to have been a 
man of humanity and honour; but on the 9th of July, 
that year, the Committee of Public Safety directed the 
separation of the son of Capet from his mother, and his 
transfer to the hands of a tutor to be chosen by the muni- 
cipals. So at ten o'clock at night, when the poor child 
was asleep in a bed without curtains — ^though his mother 
had hung a shawl over it to keep from his eyes the light 
by which she and Madame Elizabeth were sitting up later 
than usual mending their clothes, the doors were suddenly 
opened with a loud crash of the locks and bolts, and the 
six commissioners entered, while one of them abruptly and 
brutally announced the decree of separation. The queen 
was thrown into an agony of surprise, and terror, and 
grief — maternal tenderness descended to even the humblest 
prayers and supplications against the decision of the com- 
mittee ; the child awoke in alarm ; the queen clung with 
him to the posts of the bed— it was all in vain ; and when 
the commissioners were about to call up the 'guard, 
forcibly to tear the child away, the ladies submitted. 
History has few scenes more pathetic than this, of the 
recently widowed queen attempting to preserve to herself 
the consolations of her child ; how slowly his mother and 
his aunt dressed him ; — Beauchesne tells the story ; — piece 
by piece of clothing was put on, and again taken off, till 
the patience of the commissioners was quite exhausted — 
the queen then gave him her last maternal words ; ** You 
might have spared your lesson," said one of the com- 
missioners; "Let us have done with this sermonising," 
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said anotber; ''Don't be nnesBj" said a third, "the 
nation is great and genearon^, and will superintend his 
education." So, the little lad was dragged away to the 
wretched tootol in the tow^ which his father had occu- 
pied before his execution; the poor mother never had 
another interview with him. Artists have attempted to 
sketch that fine, sad face, and those tender, passionate 
eyes, yearning to catch, if possible, a glimpse of him, if 
permitted to take her exercise in the court below. Yery 
shortly after, however, the queen, with Madame Eliza- 
beth, was removed from the Temple, to the Gonciergerie, 
the prelimipary to the removal to the scaffold. Of the 
deaths of his mother and aunt, during the long period 
of his imprisonment, the poor little orphan king was kept 
in utter ignorance. It had been promised to his mother 
that his education should be cared for ; before the imprison- 
ment iu the Temple, he had shewn a brightness and in- 
telligence which seem to be rather his mother's than his 
father's. In that dreary imprisonment, when the king was 
separated from his wife, but was permitted during the 
day-time to have the company of his little boy, the royal 
&ther, it is known, became his schoolmaster ; the nation, 
"ever great and generous," provided another kind of 
teacher, one who has also earned an unenviable immor- 
tality by the lessons he gave in that capacity— this worthy 
Simon, the cobbler, owed his elevation to his neighbour- 
hood to intimacy and friendship with Marat. The very 
night on which the child was removed from the agonising 
tenderness of his mother, he was transferred to the quite 
other arms and interests of the brutal and beastly Simon 
and his wife, Marie Jeane, who had been raised from their 
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condition in the Bue de Cordeliers to tliis post of vigilant 
yiUainy. They were a coarse, low, bmtal pair — Simon was 
a mere domestic raffian, his natnre wealthy in aU the 
rudiments and elementary principles of degraded rascality ; 
his wife was not quite lost to womanhood, but the tokens 
she gave of this are not snch as to lead ns to suppose that 
she either could or would attempt any alleviation of the 
lot of the child. But we occupy the time of our readers 
needlessly with this part of the story; Simon and his 
brutalities are recorded in every history of the Bevolution. 
The young king was a perplexity to the Committee of 
Public Safety and the Directory ; they could not, with any 
show of reason, take the life of such a child ; they delibe- 
rately determined, it would seem, to destroy his mind ;— 
of all the crimes with which the Bevolution is stained, we 
suppose the treatment of this little lad is the greatest. 
Simon had come to an understanding with the Committee 
of Public Safety as to what was required of him. 
" Citizens," said the guardian, "what do you decide as to 
the treatment of the wolf-cub ? He has been brought up 
to be insolent ; I can tame him, to be sure, but I cannot 
answer that he will not sink under it ; so much the worse 
for him ; but, after all, what do you mean to do with him ? 
To banish him ? " '* No." " To kill him ? " " No." 
" To poison him ? " "No." " Well, what then ? " "2b 
get fid of him.^^ This conversation seems to be authenti- 
cally recorded by one who should know, for he was the 
secretary of the committee — Senart; he kept this con- 
versation recorded in manuscript for many years, and he 
has added in the manuscript, ^'He was not killed, nor 
banished, but they got rid of him." Simon was aged 
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about fifty-eight ; short, thick-set, a profusion of hair and 
whiskers, and most forbidding countenance; he never 
addressed the king but by such terms as ** animal,** 
" viper," " toad," or " wolf-cub ; *' and he degraded him 
to debasing and worse than menial employment. For the 
first two days after he was installed, from haK-past ten 
that fatal night, the child would not eat, would not go to 
bed, and never spoke, but to continue crying, " Mother ! 
Mother ! " The scoundrel, as all our readers know, who 
had him in tutelage, at last got the boy to wait on him, to 
clean his shoes, and relieved the monotony of life in the 
tower by flogging him, and striking him in varied cruel 
ways — ^in one of which exploits he nearly destroyed the 
boy's eye; the scar remained, and has been made some- 
thing of as a test of identity. The demoniac cruelty went 
further than this :■— Simon, the schoolmaster, taught the 
child to drink, amused himself by seeing him in a state of 
intoxication ; taught him to swear, and to use foul and 
obscene language ; fiends never devised, with their utmost 
stretch of invention, a more fiendish torture than that by 
which this little child of eight years old was made to sign a 
de]X>sition used against his mother on her trial; it charged 
her with a crime which, while it excites our horror, does 
so only for the horrible creatures who used such an inge- 
nuity of torture for a poor mother's wrung heart. Marie 
Antoinette's indignant appeal to mothers is well known ; 
and in fetct, in this her prosecutors went almost too far, 
and nearly secured her acquittal altogether. Simon's 
wife, we have said, treated him with a little more tender- 
ness ; she said of him to her neighbours, " The little boy 
is an amiable and charming child; he cleans and shines 
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my shoes, and brings my chanfferette to my bed-side 
while I am dressing;" but she cat off all his long and 
beautiful hair, which it had been the delight, not only 
of his mother but of all who had seen him, to notice ; 
and at last he seems to have been cast into entire dark 
solitude. The little fellow seems to have dared to resent 
some things ; but at last he sunk into perfect taciturnity. 
The brutalities, however, increased ; while his young mind 
began to tremble on its throne, pathetic memories and 
pious feelings haunted him. Simon detected him one 
night kneeling in his bed, with his hands joined, appearing 
to say his prayers ; the spectacle threw the impious wretch 
into an extraordinary fury; he seized a pitcher of water 
— ^icy cold — it was in the middle of January — ^and flung 
it over him, saying, " I'll teach you to say your pater- 
nosters, and get up in the night like a Trappist ; " — ^then 
he struck him over the head with his iron-heeled shoe, 
and he made him lie down on the mattress, swimming 
in the cold water, and covered him with the cold wet 
clothes ; he made hiTn continue in that state during the 
night, and it was said that the shock of that night 
struck a permanent change, and broke at once the 
mind and body of the poor little child. Not to dwell* 
Simon and his wife got tired of their imprisonment, 
for they were not allowed to leave the tower themselves. 
The most graphic and fearful picture of the imprisonment 
of the young king is that we possess in the memoirs of 
his sister, afterwards the Duchess of Angoul^me. We 
cannot quote it, but when the fate of Bobespierre led to 
the giving up of the little prisoner into the hands of 
Laurent, he became aware of a sight and condition which 
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really horrifiies us to read. Laurent was conducted 
through the Temple by one of the municipals to the 
room of the "little Capet" — ^through rooms he was con- 
ducted in which the smell was sickening ; arrived at the 
cell, the municipal cried through the grating, "Capet, 
Capet." Capet did not answer, and nothing could induce 
the victim to show himself ; but the light of a candle held 
between the bars, fell on the bed in the opposite comer, 
and it was thus he was delivered iato the care of his 
future keeper. "No investigation took place that night, but 
the next morning Laurent went himself to investigate ; it 
was difficult to open the door ; it seems it had been very 
long since the door was opened. Such food as the little 
creature had, had been put in through some revolving 
bars. He was now nine years old — the eyes which beheld 
him have testified how they gazed with pity and fright — 
he was prostrate and motionless; his face was livid and 
furrowed by want and suffering ; his arms, legs, neck, and 
head were eaten up, covered with purulent sores ; a thick 
paste of dirt and uncleanliness covered his body — ^vermin 
swarmed him, as spiders swarmed and hung round the 
room. At the noise of forcing the door he gave a nervous 
shudder, but did not move again, and scarcely noticed the 
strangers. That bright little intelligence, which at six 
years of age had charmed the spectators of Versailles and 
the Tuileries — ^who seemed to brighten out in speech with 
a precocious childish wit, and charmed an old soldier by 
askiQg him how he looked in his first little boy's sword — 
had now only a vague, unmeaning idiot look. It seemed 
as if his persecutors had accomplished their purpose, and 
got rid of him. His yesterday's food was untouched ; one 
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of the commissioners asked him why he had not eaten it ? 
There was no answer ; they conld get no answer, till one 
of the oldest of the visitors, a man of grey hairs, repeated 
the question tenderly and paternally, and then quietly the 
little lad said, ''Because I want to die; ** and these were 
the only words they could get from him in that inquisi- 
tion. The changes of guardianship were repeated from 
time to time, for no one liked the task long ; but from the 
period when he was discovered in the state we have 
described, some slight modifications of improvement took 
place — ^he seems to have had a little better food ; he was 
cleansed, and the process is described as a sadly painful 
one ; and he was placed beneath the care of medical men. 
His clothes had almost grown into his body, so that his 
trowsers had to be cut at the sides to be taken ofE ; and, 
of course, he had no change of clothing, and no means of 
procuring warmth, as no fire was allowed him. The 
joints of the knees and arms were livid, but swollen and 
knotty. Laurent, a faithful servant of the Government, 
no doubt, felt sympathy and kindness for his unhappy 
prisoner ; but he was able to do little for him, and day by 
day the child scarcely ever spoke, or gave any signs of 
intelligence. Only one exception occurred ; they were 
takii^ him up for a walk on the leads of the tower, and he 
had to pass the wicket which conducted to what had been 
his mother's apartment; he saw it, started, pressed the 
arm of Laurent, and made a sign of recognition. Always 
afterwards he paused at the place, and once showed a kind 
of intention to enter the room — ^the municipal told him he 
had mistaken the door; he did not know that he was 
motherless, nor could he have comprehended that his 
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enemies and hers had attempted to nse his name for the 
purpose of accelerating her progress to the scaffold. In 
the course of a short time Laurent gave np. He was 
followed by Gomin, and it is supposed by some, that, 
nnder his guardianship, the intrigues commenced, by 
which it is alleged the scheme of the Boyalists for Louis's 
liberation became, if they ever became, successful. 

Gromin, however, is, by Mr. Hanson, supposed to have 
been an agent of the Count de Provence, then the Begent 
of France ; the friends of the Boyal Family, too, were 
active, as our readers will remember ; in La Vendee the 
enthusiasm for the royal cause blazed to a passion of 
devotion, resembling that for the Stuarts in the High- 
lands of Scotland. Two Royalists, named Debieme and 
Doisy, even according to the discoveries of Beauchesne, 
corresponded with Qomin upon the possibility of ren^oving 
the young king ; in the convention also, there were those 
who desired to see his banishment from the soil of France; 
meantime the child was the victim to all sorrow and 
sufferings. Gomin, fearful of compromising himself, was 
compelled to behave with the appearance of severity, 
although, in reality, fuU of sympathy; and one day, 
Thursday, March 12th, 1795, in the absence of his com- 
panion-keepers, the boy saw in Qt)min*s countenance an 
expression of tenderness ; he rose and went to the door, 
his eyes still fixed on Gomin's face, with a gaze of suppli- 
cation. ''No, no," said Gomin, "you know that cannot 
be." " I must see her^** said the child; " pray, pray, let 
me see her before I die / " Gomin led him away from the 
door to the bed, on which the child fell motionless and 
senseless, and Gromin thought for a time that he was no 
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more. The poor boj had long, Gomin suspected, been 
meditating an opportunity of seeing his mother; he 
thought he had found It, and the disappointment over- 
whekned him. On the 23rd of March there was ^nether 
sad scene, the commissary of the day, one CoUot, looking 
steadfastly at the child, exclaimed in a loud tone, " That 
child has not six weeks to Hve." Laurent and Gk)min 
were shocked at the effect such a prophecy might have on 
the child, and made some mitigating observations, to 
which the boisterous commissioner replied with coarse 
malignity, ** I tell you, citizens, that within six weeks he 
will be an idiot, if he is not dead." The child only 
showed he heard it by a mournful smile, as if he thought 
it no bad news ; but, when CoUot was gone, a tear or two 
fell, and he murmured, " Yet I never did anybody any 
harm." A few days afterwards Laurent was able to escape 
from his painful post, and he was succeeded by Lasne ; he 
had been one of the old French guard; he was, when 
called to the new post, by trade a master house-pointer* 
He was a moderate Eepublican, with the air and manners 
of a rough old soldier. Lasne was the last and the most 
material guardian to the poor little prisoner, who is said 
to have died in his arms. He was an important witness 
in destroying the claims of the Faux Dauphin Bichemont, 
in October, 1830. For three weeks the child was as mute 
as he had been to the others ; but one day he happened to 
mention to the silent lad how he had seen him in the 
Tuileries reviewing a regiment of boys, which had been 
formed for his amusement and instruction ; he now re- 
peated something that had occurred that day, and the 
boy's &ce suddenly brightened up ; he showed signs of 
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interest and pleasnre, and said in a low voice, evidently 
afraid of being overheard — " And did you see me with my 
sword P " Lasne soon found how ill the prisoner was, and 
made strong representations of his state, describing his 
life as in danger ; and one of the most enunent physicians 
in Paris examined the patient, but could not procure a 
word from him. He pronounced, however, that he was 
called in too late, that the boy was dying of scrofula, 
aggravated by the harsh treatment and confinement of so 
long a period ; he recommended instant removal into the 
country, and change of air and exercise as the only means 
of prolonging life. This was a result, however, the 
Grovemment did not desire, and in default could only 
adopt such remedies as would be likely, in some measure, 
to alleviate the disease. The kindness of the doctor, 
however, is said to have produced a corresponding 
improvement . in his moral nature. Meantime, Lasne 
had ordered the locks and bolts, which made a great 
noise, to be greased, and the iron-door to be unlocked; 
saying, he did not see the use of three doors. This 
order, however, was countermanded on the following 
day by the acting commissary, who ordered all the doors 
to be locked and barred as usual. Lasne, who was present, 
was silent, probably because he felt that to insist would be 
untimely, and would be sure to compromise him. These 
things happened in May. On the 31st of May, the acting 
commissary was a certain M. Belanger ; he was an artist, 
and had formerly been attached to the prince. Upon his 
arrival he immediately went to the room of the prisoner 
to wait for the physician, M. Desault. He did not arrive. 
M. Belanger took out of his portfolio his drawings, to 
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amxLse tlie child, and then said, " I should like, sir, to take 
awaj one sketch more, if it will not annoy yon." " What 
sketch ? " said the Danphin. " That of your features ; 
this would gratify me, if it did not inconvenience you." 
" Will it give you pleasure ? " said the child, coupling the 
phrase with a smile. From this sketch, after many years, 
a bust was executed, and the same likeness was reproduced 
in the porcelain of Sevres. Desault, the physician, instead 
of meeting Bellanger, died. Suspicion was excited that 
he had died by poison, in consequence of his relation to 
the intrigues for the death of the prince, says one writer ; 
for his escape, sayd another. It is certain that at this time 
the chamber of the prince was changed. His physician 
was changed — Pelletan was appointed, who had never seen 
the prince before; he insisted that he should have a 
nurse, and not be left alone at night. At the same time, 
he declined himself to take the responsibility of the case 
without a colleague. He does not seem, however, to have 
been .successful in all his efforts for the child. At this 
time, certainly, it must be acknowledged, the accounts all 
became confused and mythical. It was currently believed 
that the prince did not die in the Temple, but escaped ; 
and Ireland, in his ** History of France," quotes the fol- 
lowing testimony, which our readers must receive for 
what it is worth. 

"A very respectable tradesman," says Ireland, in stating 
the prevalent disbelief in Paris at the Restoration, con- 
cerning the Dauphin's death, '* is my authority for the 
following narrative, who has heard his father, to whom 
the circumstances occurred, repeat it in society fifty times. 
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I shall now give it as nearly as possible, in his own words, 
or rather, as if the father himself were repeating the 
facts :— 

'''As I was then a resident in that quarter of Paris 
where the Temple was situated, in my capacity as a 
National Guard, it became my turn to attend there as 
sentry ; when having seen the Dauphin about six months 
before, and being anxious, if possible, to behold him again 
prior to his death, as the current report was his being in 
a very dangerous state, I, in consequence, applied to the 
gaoler to know whether I might be permitted to occupy 
the post of guard, destined to keep watch on the Dauphin's 
apartment, there being always one stationed there. To 
this request, after regarding me with an air of doubt, 
which the frankness of my manner dispelled, he acceded 
under one proviso — that I was not to exchange a single 
syllable with citizen Capet in case he addressed me, as the 
infringement of such oider would be attended with the 
loss of my head. I promised strict obedience to these com- 
mands, and immediately entered upon my duty, being 
forthwith introduced into the chamber, where I relieved a 
brother guard. In this apartment there were three com- 
mon chairs, a table, and a low bedstead, whereon the 
Dauphin was lying, but from the position of the bedclothes 
I could not perceive his countenance ; and thus I continued 
nearly the space of an hour, only observing, at intervals, a 
motion beneath the covering. At length, however, he 
pushed away the sheet from his head, when I was enabled 
to consider a countenance squalid in the extreme, partially 
covered with blotches, and disfigured by one or two sores. 
As he perceived in me a stranger, he inquired, in a faint 



TO THE PBIKCE IN THE TEMPLE. 193 

voice, who I was ; but the peremptory order received, and 
the heavy price set upon a breach of my faith, sealed my 
lips, upon which I placed my finger, thereby indicating 
the prohibition under which I lay. 

'^'At this he appeared displeased, and after turning 
about, I beheld his body rise until he sat upright in the 
bed, when nothing could exceed my astonishment on 
viewing a figure much taller, from the head to the bottom 
of the back, than the Dauphin could possibly have 
displayed from what I had seen of him only six months 
before. My wonder, however, increased on beholding him 
thrust his legs from beneath the covering, from which I 
was enabled to form an estimate of the height of the 
figure before me, if standing erect, when I felt an inward 
conviction that, however extraordinary the efforts of 
nature nay be in some instances, no such change could 
have taken place in the growth of a youth in the haH-a- 
year, as must have been the case, supposing the object 
before me to have been the Dauphin. With respect to 
the physiognomy, it was impossible to identify from 
thence anything for a certainty, as the frightful effects of 
disease, with blotches and sores, had so disfigured the 
countenance that no conjecture could be hazarded as to 
what . its appearance might be in a healthful state ; the 
lips, like the face, were also covered with livid spots, and 
it appeared to me that there were also scabs on the hinder 
part of the head ; in short, a more pitiable object never 
met the human sight, whosoever it may have been, for as 
to the Dauphin, I am fully Gorm/nced it was riot hvm. After 
remaining some minutes with the legs exposed, and seated 
in a kind of stupefied position, he again replaced them 

13 
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benealJi tlie clotlieB, and covered himself as high as the 
neck, leaving the face exposed, and tnmed towards me, 
the eyes being sometimes shut for a few minutes, which, 
when re-opened, were always bent upon me, and in two or 
three instances I saw the lips move, and heard a &int 
articulation, but nothing was distinguishable. In this 
manner the allotted period of my attendance elapsed, upon 
which I was relieved by another National Guard from the 
melancholy duty, and descended to the chamber adjoining 
the grand entrance of the Temple, where I found the 
gaoler, who inquired of me how I had left the citizen 
Capet, upon which, after expressing my opinion that his 
death must soon take place, I very foolishly remarked that 
I tiliought the youth by f&r too tall for the Dauphin — 
when he hastily demanded my reason for harbouring such 
a doubt. I then explained my having seen the youth six 
months before, and the absolute impossibility of such a 
change in stature taking place within so short a period. 
To which remark I received the following singular reply : 
' Sick children, citizen, will sometimes shoot up very fast ; 
but I advise you to go home and keep a still tongue in 
your mouth, lest you should grow shorter by the head.' 
I inmiediately left the prison and profited by this advice, 
as I never opened my Ups upon the subject until the 
settled state of affairs in France left me at liberty to do so 
without any apprehension of danger.' 



9 >» 



Meantime, on the other hand, it has been distinctly 
testified that the Prince was dying, and the last moments 
are recorded by Beauchesne from the immediate words of 
Lasne and Qt>min, with very distinct particularity. We 
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mnst quote the acoount Beaucliesne lias compiled from their 
personal testimony of the last moments of the joung king i-^ 

'' ibid now, shall I dare to repeat the last words of 
the orphan? Those who received his last sigh hare 
related them to me — and I come faithfnllj to inscribe 
them on the royal martyrology. Gomin, seeing the infant 
calm, iminoyable, and mute, said to him, ' I hope yon do 
not suffer at this moment ? ' ^ Oh^ yes, I suffer stiU, out 
much less, the music is so fine,* Now, there was no music 
in the Tower or its neighbourhood ; no noise from with- 
out came into the Tower where the young martyr lay. 
Oomin, astonished, said to him, * In what quoHer do you 
hear this urmsic / ' ^ From above.* ' Home you heard it a 
long time ? ' ' Since you have been on yov/r knees ; ' and 
the child raised by a nervous movement his falling hand, 
and opened his great illuminated eyes in ecstasy.. His 
poor guardian, not wishing to destroy this last and sweet 
illusion, set himself also to listen, with the pious desire to 
hear that which could not be heard. After some mo- 
ments of attention, the child was again agitated, his eyes 
flashed, and he cried in indescribable transport, ' In the 
midst of all the voices, I have heard that of my mother* 
This name falling from the lips of the child seemed to 
take from him all pain. His contracted eyebrows dis- 
tended, and his look was illumined with that serene ray 
which gives the certainty of deliverance or of victory* 
His eye fixed on an invisible spectacle, his ear opened to 
the far-off sound of one of those concerts which the 
human ear has never heard, his young soul seemed to blaze 
out with a new existence. Lasne came up to relieve 

13—2 
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Gomin, who went awaj with a broken heart, bat not more 
nnqtdet than the eyening before, for he did not foresee an 
approaching end. Lasne seated himself near to the bed. 
The Prince looked at him for a long time, with an eye 
fixed and dreamj. Lasne asked him how he was, and 
what he wanted. The child said, ' Do you thmk that my 
sister could luwe heard the music ? What good it would 
ha/ve done her.* Lasne could not reply. A look, full of 
angoish, from the dying child, darted, earnest and pierc- 
ing, towards the window — an exclamation of happiness 
escaped his lips — ^then, looking at his guardian — ' I home 
something to teU you* Lasne approached, and took his 
hand — ^the little head of the prisoner fell on the breast of 
his guardian, who listened, but in vain — Gk)d had spared 
the young martyr the hour of the death-rattle^God had 
preserved for Himself alone the confidence of his last 
thought. Lasne put his hand upon the heart of the child. 
The heart of Louis XYII. had ceased to beat. It was 
two hours and OrquaHer after mid-day,** 

This seems distinct enough : and yet on this very day, 
the 8th of June, 1795, the day of the alleged death of 
the prince in the Temple, an order was sent out to all the 
departments to arrest, on pvery high road in France, any 
trayellers bearing with them a child of eight years, or 
thereabouts, as there had been an escape of Boyalists 
from the " Temple." This order is stlQ said to be pre- 
served in the archives of the police, and it was rigorously 
acted upon. The whole of the police, over the whole of 
France, were on the alert, as the following, in some mea« 
sure, tends to prove : — 
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" M. Morin de Ga^riviere, an artisan and mannfactnrer, 
2, Bae Ghapon, Paris, laid a memorial before tlie Count 
D'Artois, in 1823, an acconnt of which was published in 
the ' Qaotidienne ' of November 6th, of that year, stating 
that in Jnlj, 1795, while travelling in a postchaise, under 
the protection of M. Jervais Ojardias, agent of the Prince 
de Gonde, he was arrested on his arrival at Thiers, Fuy 
de Ddme, on the charge of being the Dauphin. He was 
surrounded bj gens d'armes, the local authorities sum- 
moned, a jproces verbal drawn up, and he was only set at 
liberty after full examination and disproval."* 

Yet it is undoubted that a child died in the Temple. 
The body was subjected to a post-mortem examination, of 
which the chief conductor was Pelletan, the physician. 
Many years after, he asserted that he had set apart the 

* He was fortonately able to exhibit the order for his release, 
which is as follows : — 

" LiBEBTT. " JusnCX. 

"Iht Boy, the 22 MesHdor, year 8 (10 June, 1795). 
" Equality. " Humanitt. 

" J. P. Chazel, representative of the people, delegated by the 
National Convention in the department of Puy de Ddme, of the 
Upper Loire, of Gaatal of the Aveyron, and Loz^ to the Proca- 
reur Syndic of the district of Thiers. I have heard Ojardias, he 
has justified his conduct, the charge made against him is faJse, I 
authorise you to rescind the orders which detained the child in 
Barge Seal's house, as also any which may have issued against 
Ojardias's liberty, 

'* Health and Fratxbnitt. 
** Signed, J. P. ChazeL 

" A true copy. 

" The Procureur Syndic of the 
"District of Thiers. 
" Signed, Bruyere Baxante." 
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heart of the Danplun, and carried it away, bo as to offer 
to the Boyal Family this moumfnl relic of the infant 
King, Lasne, on the contrary, declares, however inatten- 
tive the other doctors might have been to the operation of 
Felletan, he never took his eyes from him, or from the 
body, during the whole operation, and that Felletan's 
whole story was a scandalous imposture! Thus, doubt 
and uncertainty throng round all the passages of this sad 
history at this period. There are, it muBt be admitted, 
apparent contradictions; he is described as idiotic, but 
his death is radiant with spiritual and visionary beauty. 
The brain, upon the post-mortem examination, is described 
as perfectly healthy; but the mental condition of the 
child, as stated by Desault, would indicate a very different 
appearance. The body had been described in life as 
having tumours at both knees, both wrists, and both 
elbows ; but after death only two are mentioned. On the 
8th of May he was described as having no taint of 
scrofula ; but his diseases were caused by confinement. 
On the 8th of June he is said to die of scrofulous disease, 
of long standing. An old officer of the houBehold of 
Louis XVI., named Auvray, who had frequently seen the 
Prince in the Tuileries, declared that he was present 
when the body was exhibited to the officers of the Garde 
!N"ationale, and that it was not the body of the Dauphin. 
His death, however, was officially declared, and the ambi- 
tions of the Count de Provence seemed to be at length 
fulfilled, and the Regent issued a proclamation to the 
people of France as the King Louis XVIII. In the 
course of events, known to our readers, he was really re- 
stored to the Throne ; but it is asserted by M. Labreli 
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de Fontaine, librarian to the Duchess of Orleans, in a 
pamphlet, entitled " Disclosures BesjC^cting the Existence 
of Louis XYII.," that the first article of the Secret Treaty 
of Paris, 1814, explains 'the manner in Which the powers 
of Europe had permitted the Count de Provence to 
occupy the throne of France, alleging that they had no 
certain evidence of the death of the son of Louis XVI., 
Axi.y &c. We are unable to verify this statement; but 
the conduct of Louis XVIII., and the Duchess of 
Angoul^me, may certainly be regarded as remarkable 
upon the Restoration. It is singular that the beautiful 
little chapel of the Expiation contains no reference to the 
memory of the cruelly-injured child of the illustrious 
parents, the memory of whose wrongs and martyrdom is 
preserved in it. The identification of the remains of 
the young Mng was as easy as that of the sepulture of 
his parents ; yet they repose in perfect obscurity, if they 
be his. "No attempt has been made to transfer them, 
nor has the meanest monument been raised over them. 
We cannot recite all the cumulative pieces of evidence 
which seem to show that the Duchess of Angouleme, 
Louis XVIII., and Charles X. were aware that their 
illustrious relative existed. By some it has been alleged 
as the reason of the perpetual gloom and depression the 
Duchess always wore ; yet, perhaps, her imprisonment 
in the Temple would account for this — although, being a 
girl, and, therefore, subject to the Salique law of France, 
she did not originate the same fears, nor, therefore, the 
same precautions, as her brother — is suflOicient to account 
for it. Throughout France there was a mysterious and 
ondefinable impression, to which, wo doubt not, the order 



200 FAUX DAUPHINS* 

of the police we hare quoted above contributed— that 
Louis XYII. was not dead; that he had somehow mys- 
teriously escaped. JPat^ Dauphins arose — the Kegister of 
the Qovemment contained the names of thirty ; the 
claims of two, NaundorlE and Bichemont, were very 
considerably discussed throughout Europe, as well as in 
Paris, and they did not fail even to convince many 
persons of eminence. Naundorff, by the possession of a 
peculiar coincidental mark, even secured the allegiance 
of Madame de Bambaud, the nurse of the Dauphin. It 
is remarkable that he had spent many years in America, 
whence some of his coincidence, for there is nothing that 
looks like proof, seems to have been derived. It is most 
remarkable, however, that so many years since, in the Hst 
of lee faux Bawpldns^ occurs the name of one Eleazar 
Williams. Now, as we understand the story, at the time 
of the insertion of his name in the list, Eleazar Williams 
had long passed the middle of life, was verging towards 
old age, entirely ignorant of the illustrious parentage and 
imposture mysteriously thrust upon him. This Eleazar 
Williams has a story animating and interesting in itself, 
as a noble instance of Christian missionary earnestness, 
self-denial, and heroism; but if we desired to narrate 
his life from its commencement, how should we begin ? 
The beginning is lost. What means are there, then, of 
identifying the missionary and sachem among the 
Winnebago Indians of the West with the heir to the 
French crown, and the inheritor of the wrongs of a 
king ? Eleazar Williams — ^the occasion for inquiry into 
his birth never having, until the later years of his Ufe, 
become a necessity — passed for the son of Thomas 
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Williams and his wife, Mary Ann Konwatewenteta ; 
Thomas Williams was the grandson of an eminent man, 
the Bev. John Williams, a suffering exile and emigrant 
among the Iroquois. His grandson became an Iroquois 
chief; he had Indian blood in himself; his wife was 
a perfect Indian ; he had eight children, whose names 
were all registered in the records of the Bomish Church 
of their diocese. The name of Eleazar, described also as 
one of their children,, does not occur in the register. He 
was a ninth ; but, as it appears, adopted somewhere about 
the year 1795. It is on testimony that in that year two 
Frenchmen, one of them having the appearance of a 
Bomish priest, brought to those Indian hunting grounds 
in Ticonderaga, a weak sickly boy, in a state of mental 
imbecility. This boy was left among the Indians, and 
there were old Indians prepared to testify that they had 
known and seen this child up through youth and man- 
hood, and that he was the same person as the Bev. 
Eleazar Williams. It is certain that this child, Eleazar 
Williams, was French. At present every kind of testi- 
mony goes to prove the utter impossibility of his posses- 
sion of any Indian blood in his constitution. This is not 
only proved at once by his appearance, but by medical 
and ethnological testimonies brought forward by Mr. 
Hansen. That he is French is proved at the threshold. 
Corresponding evidence shows an arrival in America at 
Albany direct from France in 1795, of a family called 
Jourdavn or de Jardin — a lady, gentleman, and two chil- 
dren, boy and girl. At that time emigrants were hasten- 
ing from France to America; but some circumstances 
about this family led tiliem to be especially noticed. 
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Hadame de Jardm was supposed to be a maid of honour 
to Marie Antoinette. She had many articles in her 
possession which had belonged to the deceased king and 
queen of France — some pieces of gold plate, engraven 
with the royal arms. The boy was .simply called 
Monsieur Louis. He seemed to be about nine or 
ten years of age. He was seldom seen at all, and never 
appeared to notice those who saw him. In Mr. Hanson's 
remarkable volume, a letter is given from a lady, Mrs . 
Dudley, of Albaay, a near connection of Grovemor 
Seymour, whose social position and character are her 
guarantee, giving an account of a visit she paid, with her 
mother, to this family ; and without expressing an abso- 
lute conviction, after giving an interesting account of the 
household, its furniture, and its utensils, bearing the arms 
of Prance, and the excitement the family created at the 
time, she declares, that looking at the ^tures of Eleazar 
Williams, she can discover considerable likeness to those 
of the young Monsieur Louis, in charge of Madame de 
Jardin. There are no means of immediately linkisg 
either the order of the police in 1795, in Paris, with the 
appearance of Monsieur Louis, or the adoption of the 
sickly and imbecile lad into the family of Thomas 
Williams, the Lidian chief; but they are remarkably 
coincidental. With this it may be also remarked that 
the Bomish priests of the neighbourhood seem not only 
always to have taken a strange interest in Eleazar 
Williams, but to have also always known a great deal 
more about him than he knew about himself. 

The reputed father of Eleazar Williams and his tribe 
dwelt in the midst of the romantic scenery of Lake 
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George; there were no settled liabitations, but there 
Thomas Williams generallj encamped. Jt was a lovely 
spot — ^the rade Indian wigwams, under the shade of lofty 
trees — amidst the amooth sloping greenswards, cleared 
from the tangled underbrush ; the waters of the lake had 
a still and solitary beauty, locked in by serrated hills, 
dyed, in the rich seasons, in green, and scarlet, and 
purple, and gold; around the scene many associations 
lingered of tragic occurrences ; but if it could be proved 
that the story told of Eleazar Williams has any founda- 
tion in truth, all others would seem poor in comparison. 
When he came into the family of Thomas Williams, he 
was not only in delicate health, but it is alleged that he 
had no knowledge or recollection of his former life ; all 
recollection commences from a period soon after his 
arrival, when he received a severe fall from a rock at the 
head of the lake ; he was taken out of the water with a 
deep gash in his head, cut by a rock beneath the surface. 
From this time all distinct recollection begins — ^all beyond 
is dreamy and indistinct ; faint remembrance, in which it 
is said appears — and through all life has followed him — 
the vivid portraiture of a hideous face, but to which he 
can attach neither name nor place. His reputed father 
was a religious man, the family was a religious family. 
A proposal was made to him that Eleazar should be edu- 
cated for the ministry, with John, a son of Williams. 
He left his home of wigwams, and wild hunting-grounds ; 
but in a few years it was found impossible to cultivate 
the mind of John. His passion for savage life was irre- 
pressible ; he was in many respects a fine young man, but 
he coxdd not be broken in to the trammels of civilisation^ 
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and lie returned to live and die a mere Indian. Eleazar, 
on the contrary, seems almost immediately, and without 
self-assertion, to have impressed liimRftlf on the society in 
which he moved ; from the outset, civilisation seems to 
have been natural to him. Education came to him as a 
recovery; in the course of two or three years he was 
master of the English language, speaking and writing it 
with fluency, ease, and precision. French, also, he became 
easily familiar with, while there was much about him re- 
markably attractive and captivating. We read such extracts 
as the following from his journal of about the year 1805 ; — 

'* Thomas Williams, alias Tehorakwaneken, his reputed 
father, was a wandering Indian hunter, and Mary Ann 
Konwatewenteta, his reputed mother, a squaw in a 
blanket, not very distinguished personages in the eyes of 
the dignitaries and literati of Canada — but all this in his 
presence was forgotten as absolutely inexistent. 

" * let October^ 8t Louis,— The Hon. Sir J. Jarvis, 
Secretary of State, came to see me this afternoon, and I 
had a very agreeable interview with him. 

"*3rd October. — I rode out to-day to Ghautagay. 1 
spent my time very agreeably with several young French 
gentlemen and ladies ; they were very polite indeed. 

** * 4ith October, — To-day, I visited Mr. Lorimier, the 
British agent of the Indian Department. 

" * 5^A October. — To-day, I visited and dined with the 
Rev. Mr. Yan Felson, Boman Catholic clergyman in this 
town. He treated me politely. 

*' ' 12th October. — To-day, I had the honour to be admitted 
as a Member of the Historical Society, 
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" * lat November. — I have been to the Boman Catholic 
church to-day, the annnal festival of the dead. 

** * 2nd November, — I have been to La Prairie to-day, 
and I attended the Mass. Bev. Mr. Boucher preached, a 
Boman Catholic clergyman. I think he is the most 
eloquent orator I ever heard in my life, and has the most 
graceful gestures. After meeting I went to Mr. Perault's, 
and dined there — and there I saw Mr. Thomas — ^to be 
remembered, <fec., &c., (fee. Yesterday, several men came 
to see me, <fec., &c. 

" * K I am honest I will speak the truth.' " 

Again : — 

''The beginning of 1806 found him still in Canada, 
and the journal of that year opens, as usual, with reli- 
gious meditation. 

** * Oh, I wish I may live this year to the honour and 
glory of God. As I live may I live in the flesh by the 
faith of the Son of Grod ; a faith which purifleth the heart, 
worketh by love, and produceth obedience. May I be 
humbled under a sense of my past vileness, and labour 
after that purity of heart and holiness of life, without 
which no man can see and enjoy God. May I ever 
realise that here I have no continuing city, and the 
vast importance of religion to render me useful and 
comfortable while I live, and happy when I die.' " 

The whole journal proceeds in a similar maimer ; if it 
were possible to regard him as the son of Tehorakwane- 
ken, it would be a psychological wonder. 

He entered upon missionary work among the Indians, 
in 1812, as agent of the American Board of Missions. At 
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this time lie was in the course of preparation for the 
Gongr^;atu>nal Ministry. The work had many dis- 
couragements ; bnt he seems to have won the esteem and 
confidence of the Indians, for the chiefe and connsellors 
of the Iroqnois declared him a chief of the nation, giving 
to hJTTi the name of Onwarenhiiald, or Tree Cntter. Yet 
a chief said to him, '' When yon talk on political matters, 
yon talk like a wise Indian connsellor; bnt, when yon 
converse abont religion, then yon talk like a Frenchman." 

" ' How deplorable,' he writes, ' is the situation of the 
Indians. When I consider that they are ignorant of the 
character and perfections of that Being who* made them, 
and the way of salvation by Jesus Christ, then I am 
almost overwhelmed with grief and sorrow. Oh Lord, I 
beseech Thee to send Thy light and Thy tmth among the 
Ancients of America, and make them know Thee, the only 
true Crod, and Jesns Christ whom Thon hast sent.' " 

In the agitated state of the country, he nltlmately took 
service in the United States, and exhibited many of the 
abilities of the military officer, and was admitted to the 
secret councils of those highest in command ; bnt still his 
*' War Journal " of 1813^ bears saoh passages and testi- 
monials as the following : — 

*^ BmUngUm (1^.)> April 4, I8I3. — 1 came here to con- 
fer with Colonel Clarke, who commands this post, about 
some money ooncems. The Deputy-Paymasters, Mr. 
Hatch and Mr. Sheldon, are concerned in the matter. 
The expenditures in my department are rendered and 
settled. The secret service-money of the Govenunent is 
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wholly Qzpended. Orders are made out, to the quarter- 
master-generaly for more. 

'^ I had a pleasant interview with the Rev. Mr. Haskell, 
of this place, who, with President Sanders, has directed 
my theological studies. I have read Stackhoase's ' Body 
of Divinity' — Hopkins' * System ' — Edwards on 'Redemp- 
tion' — and other theological works which they have placed 
before me. I have read much for this two years past. 
The Bev. Mr. Weeks, of Plattsbnrg, has assisted me in 
obtaining books, <fec. Indeed, all the Congregationalist 
clergy in this quarter seemed to be interested in my 
welfare. 

" Charlotte (Vt), AprU 12,— At the hotel of Colonel 
Williams, I have made my head-quarters. It is my 
home. I have a retired room, where I have spent many 
pleasant hours in reading the Scriptures, and meditations 
upon that sacred volume. Prayer and praise have been 
ofEered to my Creator and bountiful benefactor. Oh, 
thanks be to God for those happy hours I have enjoyed in 
communion with Him. At the same time, many unhappy 
hours have I passed, because my sins were set before me. 
I saw that I was a sinner. I was made to see and feel 
that, xmless my heart was sanctified by the Spirit of Qody 
1 was none of His. But, by prayer and supplication, I 
was made joyful in the Lord. 

" Charlotte, April 13, 1813. — My mind has been in a 
very comfortable state since my return to my solitary 
room ; here I would wish to be in communion with my 
God. 

'*The two great contending parties appear to be, for 
the present, in a tranquil state ; preparing, however, for 
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a severe and bloodj conflict. Oh, that God would be 
pleased to put an end to all wars, and advance the 
spiritoal kingdom of Christ npon earth. 

*' I am again called on by the War Department to per- 
form certain duties which are delicate and dangerous in 
the extreme. I have issued my orders to the whole corps 
of Bangers, to be in readiness to perform the duties 
assigned to each of them." 

And so, during the whole of the war, he never relin- 
quished the idea of becoming an Indian Missionary, and 
retired at every opportunity to his quiet room for medita- 
tion and prayer and study. This was his spirit; ulti- 
mately he gives reasons for joining the Episcopal fellow- 
ship, and received ordination — still, however, prosecuting 
his first idea of the evangelisation of the Indian Tribes. 
It seems to have been about the year 1820, the first 
distinct ideas of mystery in his birth and parentage were 
presented to him, but they were then quite indefinite; 
he had heard such before, but they had not impressed 
him ; they came from the Bev. W. Kichards, who, after 
some conversation upon the Komish and Anglican 
hierarchies, said: — 

^*'I believe, sir,* said Kichards, Hhat you are the 
gentleman of whom the Abb6 de Calonne, of Three 
Bivers, has often spoke, as a person whose history was 
hidden in the womb of mystery, in regard to your descent, 
and the cause of your adoption among the Indians of this 
province.' This excited my curiosiiy," writes .Mr. 
Williams, ^^ to ask him what mystery it might be which 
the Abh6 supposes to be about my birth and family. 
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* He supposes/ said he, *you are a foreigner by birth, 
and of bigb family.' 'If this be the opinion of the 
AbbV said I, 'he must have some evidence of it.' 'He 
has, of course,' he replied, ' but as to the extent of it, I 
cannot say. I am, however, inclined to believe that it 
is a mere conjecture with him, for when I have pressed 
upon him to be more explicit, he would evade the question 
by saying, "It is in a great measure conjectural with 
me. 

" I then observed to him, it would be highly gratifying 
to me, were I to know my family, and the cause of their 
putting me among the Indians. 'This, I presume,' h^ 
said, ' the Abb6 would not say, so long as he himself is 
not fully satisfied on the point. I am satisfied he has 
more information upon this subject than he is willing to 
communicate. There are known circumstances, which are 
strong in their nature, and which would prove, it seems, 
that you are not the son of an Iroquois chief. I would be 
happy, if in my power to unveil this mystery to you. I 
will see the Abb6 again.' He then gave me a pat on the 
shoulder, and said, ' You are, I suspect, of higher grade 
by blood than the son of an Iroquois chief.' " 

Our purpose is not to record in this paper the troubles, 
disappointments, injuries, and insults, heaped upon the 
laborious missionary through many suffering and en- 
during years. Fatigue, anxiety, and sorrow attended 
him, but a noble purity and consistency of demeanour and 
character mark his career. Referring, however, to the 
supposed mysterious relationship with the Boyal Family 
of France, it must be admitted that singular pieces of 

U 
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correspondence increase as the circnmstance begins to 
excite attention. Mr. Hanson, when he £b:Bt saw the 
paragraph in a newspaper containing the improbable 
announcement that there were strong reasons for sup- 
posing Mr. Williams to be the son of Louis XYI., treated 
it as one of those idle stories so frequently in print. 
Subsequently he saw him ; he was struck with his port 
and presence, which seemed to be the bearing of a 
European gentleman of high rank — ^the nameless some- 
thing which I never saw but in persons accustomed to 
command. He bore every mark of a mixture of French 
and German blood, without the slightest indication of the 
mixture of Indian ; and what chiefly impressed the mind 
of Mr. Hianson, was, that '' he soberly and seriously told 
improbabilities as facts, without knowing what there 
was to sustain them." One of the most remarkable 
circumstances in connection with the story is, that in 
October, 1840, the Prince de Joinville, when in America, 
went considerably out of his route, it would seem, in 
order that he might have an interview with Mr. Williams ; 
they met on board the Chicago steamer. It is said that 
the Prince started with evident and involuntary surprise 
when he first saw Mr. Williams ; his face and manner 
became agitated, he shook him earnestly and respectfully 
by the hand, and they continued, for a long time, in close 
conversation, astonishing to Mr. Williams and to all the 
passengers. At dinner there was a separate table laid for 
the Prince and his companion, but Mr. Williams was 
invited to join them, and to occupy a seat by the Prince's 
4side. This Mr. Williams declined; but when the boat 
arrived at Green Bay, he begged very earnestly that Mr. 
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Williams would stay with him at his hotel, and then, after 
conversation on circnmstanoes referring to the Erench 
Bevolntion, followed another, for the realiiy of which 
we must rely on the word and character of Mr. Wil- 
liams ; and the last stands so high, that to doubt it is 
to do injustice to all the ordinary impressions and rules of 
human nature ; and yet it is a wonderful and incredible 
stoiy. After some time the Prince said : — 

^' 'You have been accustomed, sir, to consider yourself 
a natiye of this country ; but you are not. Tou are of 
foreign descent ; you were bom in Europe, sir, and how- 
ever incredible it may at first seem to you, I have to tell 
you that you are the son of a king. There ought to be 
much consolation to you to know this fcKst. Tou have 
suffered a great deal, and have been brought very low, 
but you have not suffered more, or been more degraded, 
than my father, who was long in exile and poverty in this 
country; but there is this difference between him and 
you, that he was all along aware of his high birth, 
whereas you have been spared the knowledge of your 
origin.' 

" When the Prince had said this, I was much overcome, 
and thrown into a state of mind which you can easily 
imagine. In ^t I hardly knew what to do or say, and 
my feelings were so much excited that I was like one in a 
dream, and much was said between us of which I can give 
but an indistinct account. However, I remember I told 
him his communication was so startling and unexpected, 
that he must forgive me for being incredulous, and that 
really I was * between two.' 

14-2 



212 A RBMASKABLE nTTEBYIEW. 

"'What do you mean/ he said, 'by being "between 
two?"' 

*^ I replied that, on the one hand, it scarcely seemed to 
me he conld belieye what he said ; and on the other, I 
feared he might be under some mistake as to the person. 
He assured me, however, he would not trifle with my 
feelings on such a subject, but spoke the simple truth ; 
and that in regard to the identity of the pe^on, he had 
ample means in his possession to satisfy me there was no 
mistake whatever. I then requested him to proceed with 
the disclosure already partly made, and to inform me in 
full of the secret of my birth. He replied that in doing* 
so, it was necessary that a certain process should be gone 
through in order to guard the interest of all parties 
concerned. I inquired what kind of process he meant. 
Upon this the Prince rose and went to his trunk, which 
was in the room, and took from it a parchment which he 
laid on the table, and set before me, that I might read and 
give him my determination in regard to it. There were 
also on the table pen and ink and wax, and he placed 
there a governmental seal of France — the one, if I mistake 
not, used under the old monarchy. It was of precious 
metal, but whether of gold or silver, or a compound of 
both, I cannot say. I think, on reflection, the latter ; but 
I may be mistaken, for my mind was so bewildered and 
agitated, and engrossed with one absorbing question, that 
things which at another time would have made a strong 
impression on me were scarcely noticed — although I must 
confess that when I knew the whole, the sight of the seal 
put before me by a member of the family of Orleans 
stirred my indignation. The document which the Prince 
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placed before me was very handBomelj written, in double 
parallel columns of French and English. I continued in- 
tently reading and considering it for a space of four or 
five hours. During this time the Prince left me undis- 
turbed, remaining for the most part in the room, but he 
went out three or four times. 

** The purport of the document, which I read re- 
peatedly word by word, comparing the French with the 
English, was this : It was a solemn abdication of the 
crown of France in favour of Louis Philippe, by Charles 
Louis, the son of Louis XYI., who was styled Louis XYII., 
Eling of France and Navarre, with all accompanying 
names and titles of honour, according to the custom 
of the old French monarchy, together with a minute 
specification in legal phraseology of the conditions, and 
considerations, and provisoes, upon which the abdication 
was made. These conditions were, in brief, that a princely 
establishment shoxdd be secured to me either in this 
country or in France, at my option, and that Louis 
Philippe would pledge himself on his part to secure the 
restoration, or an equivalent for it, of all the private 
property of the royal family rightfully belonging to me, 
which had been confiscated in France during the Revo- 
lution, or in any way got into other hands. Now you 
may ask me why I did not retain, at all hazards, this 
document, or, at any rate, take a copy of it ; but it is 
very easy for you, sitting quietly there, to prescribe the 
course which prudence and self-interest would dictate. A 
day or two afterwards all these points, and the different 
lights in which the thing might be viewed, came to my 
mind; but at the moment I thought of nothing except 
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the question of acceptance or rejection. And then, re- 
member, the sadden manner in which the whole afi&ur 
came upon me, and the natural timidiiy and hashfnhiess 
of one who had always considered himself of snch obscnre 
rank, when called, without preparation, to discnss snch 
topics with a man of high position like the Prince. 
Besides which, my word of hononr had been so recently 
and solemnly pledged, and a sense of personal dignity- 
excited by the disclosures of the Prince, that I never so 
mnch as thought of taking any advantage of the circum- 
stances, but simply and solely whether or not I should 
sign my name, and set my seal to a deliberate surrender 
of my rights and those of my &,mily. It was a deeply 
painful and harrowing time, and I cannot tell you, and 
you cannot imagine, how I felt when trying to decide this 
question. At length I made my decision, and rose, and 
told the Prince that I had considered the matter fully in 
all its aspects, and was prepared to give him my definite 
answer upon the subject ; and then went on to say, that 
whatever might be the personal consequences to myself, 
I felt that I coxdd not be the instrument of bartering 
away, with my own hand, the rights pertaining to me by 
my birth, and sacrificing the interests of my family, and 
that I could only give to him the answer which De 
Provence gave to the ambassador of Napoleon at Warsaw, 
* Though I am in poverty and exile I will not sacrifice my 
honour.' 

'^ The Prince upon this assumed a loud tone, and ac- 
cused me of ingratitude in trampling on the overtures of 
the King, his &*ther, who, he said, was actuated, in making 
the proposition, more by feelings of kindness and pity 
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towards me than ^ by any other consideration^ since his 
claim to the French, throne rested on an entirely different 
hasis to mine — ^viss., not that of hereditary descent, but of 
popnlar election. When he spoke in this strain, I spoke 
lend also, and said, that as he, by his disclosure, had put 
me in the position of a superior, I must assume that posi* 
tion, and fnmkly say that my indignation was stirred by 
the memory, that one of the family of Orleans had im- 
brued his hands in my father's blood, and that another 
now wished to obtain from me an abdication of the 
throne. When I spoke of superioriiy, the Prince imme- 
diately assumed a respectful attitude, and remained silent 
for several minutes. It had now grown very late, and we 
parted, with a request from him that I would reconsider 
the proposal of his father, and not be too hasty in my 
decision. I returned to my father-in-law's, and the next 
day saw the Prince again, and, on his renewal of the sub- 
ject^ gave him a similar answer. Before he went away^ 
he said, * Though we part, I hope we part friends.' For 
years I said little on the subject, until I received a letter 
from Mr. Kimball, dated at Baton Kouge, informing me 
of the dying statements of Belanger ; and then, when this 
report came from the South confirming what the Prince 
had said, the thing assumed a different aspect. This letter 
is, I think, among my papers at Green Bay, but for years 
I have kept a minute journal of everything which has 
occurred to me, and have, no doubt, an abstract of it at 
Hogansburg. Our conversation to-night will go down." 

^' I was much struck with the little valae, in point of 
evidence, which Mr. Williams seems to have attadied to 
the Prince's asserted disclosures. After giving me the 
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above acconnt, however, he added : — * I see more and more 
that the matter rests between the Prince and myself, and 
I am quite willing that it shonld. I have been in hopes 
that some movement wonld be made in Europe in my 
favour ; but, as you say, the affair must be beg^un here, 
and I will let the world know all. The Prince cannot 
deny what I say, and my impression is that he will keep 
entirely silent.' 

', ' But silence will be equivalent to confession.' 

« 'It will be so.'" 

When this circumstance came to be known — and it is 
but justice to say that the origination of the reports of his 
royal descent seldom seem to rest with Mr. Williams 
himself — ^it became necessary to write to the Prince ; at 
any rate, to ascertain how he would treat so remarkable 
a report. It was communicated to him through a paper 
in Tv^nomCB Magazine. His secretary wrote a long and 
elaborate letter, of course denying that he had sought an 
interview with Mr. Williams, or that he had gone out of 
his way to meet him ; but against this denial stands the 
following letter of the captain of the vessel, on board 
which the Prince was travelling, and who introduced 
him to Mr. Williams : — 

" Huron, February 9, 1853. 
" To the Bev. J, H. Hanson. 

" Rbv. and Deab Sib, — ^Yours of the 4th inst., together 
with the February number of PtUnam's Monthly, came 
duly to hand. It gives me great pleasure to communicate 
anything, and all I know, of what took place between 
the Prince de Joinville and the Bev. Eleazar Williams 
upon the steamer Columbus, from Mackinac to Green 
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Bay. I have carefully read your article in the Monthly^ 
and, 80 &r as matters relating to me go, the rev. 
gentleman has stated things tmly. I have a very vivid 
and distinct recollection of the introduction of the Prince 
to the Eev. Mr. Williams, and of the apparent surprise 
manifested by the Prince on the occasion ; and, further- 
more, could not but wonder myself why he should pay 
to the humble and unpretending Indian missionary such 
pointed and polite attention. I have long known the 
Bev. Mr. Williams, and seen much of him in our voyages 
up and down the Lakes, and have always found him an 
amiable, upright, and gentlemanly man, and to be relied 
upon in any statement he may make. I would again 
repeat that what he has stated in relation to me is literally 
true. If I have not met your* mind in this reply, please 
to write again, and put the matter to me in the form of 
questions. You say, * I believe that the Prince gave to 
you a gold snuff-box upon the occasion.' He did, and I 
prize it highly. 

" If you need an affidavit on the subject, I am willing 
and ready to give it. 

*^ With sentiments of high regard, I am yours, 

"John Shook." 

The following is an extract from a letter of Mr. George 
8. Baymond, editor of the Northern Light, Hallowell, 
Main, dated March 1, 1853, and addressed to Mr. 
Putnam : — 

"I am acquainted with many of the circumstances 
connected with the Prince de Joinville's visit to Green 
Bay, his meeting with Mr. Williams, &c,, having been 
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myself a feUow-passeiiger wifch. the Prince dtiring the 
wliole of his Lake tour. At that time I was an officer in 
the Brazilian service, and came home to the United 
States to visit a brother, then a resident at Fort Howard, 
near Green Bay. I joined the Joinville party in New 
York, travelled with it to Green Bay, and, during several 

» 

conversations with the Prince, heard him express a most 
particular anxiety to find out this Mr. Williams, and have 
an interview with him." 

The Prince had even implied that he had forgotten the 
name of Mr. Williams, the passenger with whom he 
travelled ; but this was impossible, as he had forwarded, 
according to promise, after his return to France, a present 
to Mr. Williams of variou* books and documents ; they 
wore accompanied by a letter from the King of the French, 
which, while Mr. Williams appears to have lost, is 
proved by the following note from the Consul-General of 
France : — 

" The Consul-General of France, owing to the interrup- 
tion of the communication between New York and Wis- 
consin Territory, was unable before to present to Mr. 
Eleazar Williams the enclosed letter, and the box of books 
sent by the King of the French. Mr. Williams wiU oblige 
M. de la Forest by acknowledging reception of the whole, 
and accept his respectful compts. 

'* New York, April 16th, 1844." 

Mr. Hanson adduces several other slight but correspond- 
ing circumstances, which tend to prove that the Prince 
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songlit this interview, and travelled ont of his way to 
obtain it. What could have been the motive of the King 
of the French to sanction such an enterprise ? We mnst 
confess, that, granting for the moment the reality of Mr. 
Williams' relationship, this seems precisely what the 
King wonld be likely to do. He desired in those years to 
gain the affection and confidence of all parties of Bnona- 
pejrtists, Legitimists, and Liberals ; he had tanght France 
that he revered the Emperor, and had brought his re- 
mains from St. Helena ; could he only prove his affection 
for the family of Louis XVL, and unite in his person and 
round his throne the sympathies of all parties, how likely 
to consolidate his own power, and to make steady his 
not long erected throne? And this evidence was pro- 
duced. Very singular was the life of Mrs. Brown; her 
story is told at length in " The Lost Prince." She had, 
in her early life, been married to Joseph Deboit, secretary 
to the Count D'Artois. Deboit had previously been in the 
service of Louis XVL, and handed the Dauphin into the 
carriage on the night of the flight to Yarennes, when the 
Prince said they were going to the play. She and her 
husband travelled with Count D'Artois (Charles X.), and 
her husband died at Holyrood in 1810. She was em- 
ployed by the Bourbon family after her husband's de- 
cease ; and she testified that '* All the inembers of the 
royal family were weU acquainted with the' Dauphin's 
preservation ;" and, smiling at the idea of their ignorance^ 
she said, " They all knew it, sir ; they all knew it ! " She 
married again, and resided for a long time in America. 
Mr. Hanson, who found her, and had a long interview 
with her, says : — 
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"Bnsinesfl once more drew her to Europe, and here 
she again became conversant with facts that bear upon 
the case. Thrown back among her old associates, she 
resided in Edinburgh, with Mrs. Chamberlaw, whose 
husband had been secretary to the Count de Coignj, 
one of the intimates, as well as the Prince de Gond6, of 
the Count d'Artois, while at Holyrood. Mrs. Chamber- 
law had accompanied the royal family to Paris, and was 
then fresh from the Taileries. She told her that she had 
recently heard in the palace that the Dauphin was alive, 
and had been carried to America by one Belanger, who 
took him to Philadelphia. ' This,' she said, ' was no news 
to me, as I had heard the same before;' 'but,' Mrs. 
Chamberlaw added, * the Prince was still living there, and 
was known as Williams, an Indian missionary.' 

" The examination of Mrs. Brown was conducted in the 
presence of an able and highly respectable lawyer, Mr. 
Bradford, and other persons. Having ascertained that 
she knew nothing of what had transpired at the north, 
and had not heard of the Bev. Eleazar Williams, she was 
asked, * Do you recollect whether Mrs. Chamberlaw men- 
tioned the Christian name of the Indian missionary, said 
to be the Prince, by Mrs. Chamberlaw P ' * It is so long 
ago, that I forget it now, but should probably recognise 
it, if I heard it.* * Was it any Scripture name ? * 'I 
can't say.' ' Was it Joseph ? ' * No.' * Was it Aaron ? ' 
* No.' * Was it Eleazar P ' « That was it, to the best of 
my recollection.' Mr. Bradford smiled, as he wrote down 
the answer, perceiving evidently from her manner that 
her recognition of the name was genuine. Mrs. Brown 
went on to say, that, according to Mrs. Chamberlaw's 
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statement, the subject liad been much discussed in the 
palace, and that the royal ^tmilj said Williams was in- 
competent to reign, and his eleyation to the throne would 
only increase the difficulties of the times ; that a man had 
come out from America to confer with them on the sub- 
ject, and she had seen him. When he first came to the 
palace, there was a report that Louis XYII. was himself 
there. Money was given to this man, and he returned to 
America. 0?er and over again, I questioned Mrs. Brown, 
in the presence of many of the most respectable persons 
in New Orleans, if she was certain of these &u3ts, and was 
assured, on the word of a dying Christian, that what she 
said was true. After this, I gave her my articles, in 
PtUnam^ to read, of which she previously knew nothing, 
and showed her a faithful crayon sketch of Mr. Williams, 
by Fagnani, in which she immediately recognised the 
Bourbon lineaments. When she had read the articles, 
she said, ' I only wish I was as certain of salvation as I 
am that he must be the man.' 

" To test, in every possible way, Mrs. Brown^s declara- 
tions, I applied to a lady who had known her inti- 
mately for many years, Mrs. Beid, sister-in-law of Com- 
modore Patterson. She said she had known her for 
seventeen years, and was introduced to her as a person 
who had been intimate with the royal ^mily of France, 
and that in conversation upon the events of her life, €u 
long ago as twelve or thirteen years, she had told her all the 
particulars contained in her present affidavit, and espe- 
cially that the Dauphin, supposed to have died in the 
Temple, Tiad been carried to FhiladdpMa^ by a man 
named Bda/nger^ amd was an Indian missionary nam^ed 
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WilUams. Up to a few weeks, Mrs. Beid had never heard 
of the existence of Eleazsar Williams, and had not as yet 
seen my articles. All she knew on the subject was 
derived, simply, from conversations with Mrs. Brown, 
in former years. ^ But,' she added, * that you may have 
more than my word for this, and that I may feel more 
secure in Tnaking an affidavit, inquire of the Bev. Mr. 
Whitall. He knows well what I have said to him, for 
years, on the subject.' I accordingly went to Mr. 
Whitall, a laborious and faithful missionary of the Pro- 
testant Episcopal Church, and applied to him for informa- 
tion. ^ All that Mrs. Beid states,' he said, ' is correct, 
and you can depend upon it. I have heard the story from 
her for seven or eight years or more. But, to be on the 
safe side, I can swear to five. I never paid much attention 
to the subject, but I am ready to attest to the facts.' 

^' This triple chain of testimony, thus standing secure, 
was drawn up, deliberately weighed, and sworn to by 
Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Beid, and Mr. Whitall, before Gr. 
Lugenbuhl, Esq., who himself added his testimony to the 
private worth and reliability of the witnesses. But the 
city of New Orleans will stand voucher for that." 

Did the space of this brief notice permit, we might still 
produce more copious and closely-Hnked evidence, justify- 
ing this singular historic doubt. Thomas De Quincy said, 
when he passed over the details, " It is made probable 
enough by Mr. Hanson that the true Dauphin did not die 
in the year 1795 at the Temple, but was personated by a 
boy unknown." He continues : " It is admitted, on all 
hands, that the Prince de JoinviUe had an interview with 
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Eleazar Williams a dozen years since — the Prince alleges 
throngli accident, but this seems improbable; and Mr. 
Hanson is likely to be right, in supposing this visit to 
Lave been a preconcerted one, growing out of some 
anxiety to test the reports current, so far as they were 
grounded upon resemblances in Mr. Williams' features to 
those of the Bourbon and Austrian families." Mr. 
Hanson does not seem himself to be aware that since 1795 
!France had kept a watchful eye on the movements of 
Eleazar Williams, This is proved from a passage in the 
Memoir of M. Gruan de la Barre. MM. de Luxembourg 
and Eitz-James being at breakfast with the Count de 
Chabrol, one of them is stated to have said, " The Dauphin 
has taken holy orders. We have already the Duke de 
Bordeaux; one Pretender is enough — what shall we do • 
with a* second?" The writer continues, "He (the 
Dauphin) was then, by the admission of these persons, 
living at this period (the autumn of 1832). The only one 
of the Pretenders to the name of Louis XVII. who took 
holy orders is Eleazar Williams, and at this time it does 
not appear that he had the remotest idea of his subse- 
quent pretensions." The work of De la Barre was pub- 
lished in 1840, a year previous to the interview between 
the Prince de Joinville and the missionary. There are 
difficulties in the way of the story on every side, one of 
the foremost of these is the escape from the Temple. 
Yet Sir Sidney Smith escaped with his companions, and 
this, too, beneath the guardianship of Lasne; a greater 
difficulty is the substitution of another child, in the place 
of the Dauphin. Another difficulty is in the alleged fact 
that the colour of the Dauphin's eyes was blue, Mr. 
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Williams' are hazel ; yet it is, on the other hand, an evi- 
dence that the change in his eyes was noticed, while it 
is also certain that eyes do change their colours. Thus 
we have, probably, as perfect a story of romance, and of 
difficult historic donbt, as any in the pages of history ; 
nor can we doubt that it will often awaken discussion 
and speculation, while destined never to find a solution. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE DRAMATIC ELEMENT IN BIOGRAPHY. 

There is a kind of biography whicli may be appro- 
priately called dramatic. It may be placed in opposition 
to historic biography, because the individual is the centre 
of events and actions, and events terminate in himself. 
His is not like the historic biog^phy; a mine and 
fountain of influences perpetually widening and expand- 
ing over the world. He is seldom the originatot of 
stupendous events, and of mighty actions; yet his life, 
perhaps, contains to all readers mighty interest. The 
hamble sphere in which he moves may have precluded 
the possibility of his diffusing his life over the world, 
even if he possessed power to do so ; and he therefore 
absorbs into himself all the life about him. Where he 
is there is vivid and intense action of some kind ; where 
he is, he is the centre of a circle. In the great drama of 
things his life looks only like an episode; but it is an 
episode complete in itself, and profoundly interesting 
amongst warriors and kings. 

It has sometimes appeared to us that the life of 
Gustavus Adolphus is such an episode. His life did not 
permanently alter the relation of history. His career 
dazzles by his rapid and brilliant conquests. No career 
can possibly be conceived more dramatic ; short— but how 

15 
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YictorioQS ! It startled Europe ; it stmck terror into the 
hearts of the Imperialists, who chanted Te Deums for his 
death, although they lost the battle in which he fell. But 
the lives most in harmony with onr view of this classifica- 
tion are passed, nsnallj, npon a yet more contracted stage. 
The names, probably, are seldom pronoxmced, yet we 
freshen onr minds perpetually from the pictures and 
scenes presented to ns here, as at a fountain of pure and 
lustrous water. The distinction we principally draw be- 
tween dramatic and historic biography is, that the first 
develops character in individual relations ; but the latter 
delineates the origin and course of national and general 
events, as affected by individual relations. The lives of 
travellers, rich in interest, belong especially to the 
dramatic class of narratives. 

An incident arrests us; it is dramatic from the soul 
exhibited in it— that striking one, for instance, of the 
corporal at the siege of Toulon. Bonaparte needed a 
corporal that could write in the heat of the battle ; one 
instantly stepped forward, and wrote a despatch. At the 
moment of finishing it a ball fell and scattered some earth 
on the paper. " Well," exclaimed the corporal, ** I shall 
have no need of sand ! " That exclamation was the signal 
for his elevation from the ranks, and he shortly became 
Duke of Arantes, and Qovemor-Greneral of Ulyria. 

A dramatic biography concerns itself with the investiga- 
tion of the motives of conduct ; we are most desirous, 
therefore, of hearing a great man speak for himself, when 
he speaks to us in confidence. Sometimes men write 
their own biographies, which are published ages after they 
have been dust. The publication of Cromwell's letters is 
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a personal liistory of this kind ; so also the '' Chronicle of 
Jocelyn de Brakelonda," published by the Camden 
Societj*. Eqnal to them in historical importance, and 
equal in dramatic and descriptive interest, is the diary 
of Alexander Jaffray, the Provost of Aberdeen, one of the 
Scottish commissioners to Charles II., and a member of 
Cromwell's Parliament. This volume, many years since, 
fell into the hands of the Barclays of Ury, was discovered 
a short time back, and published. It is the experience of 
one man, of the ground over which he travelled, and the 
persons with whom he came in contact and acquaintance 
in England; but its documentary and social interest is 
invaluable. For one life of a period well told, admits us 
to all the essential points necessary for forming an opinion 
upon the whole period. 

All biography is romantic and dramatic ; if the secret 
of the life could be penetrated some lives have a whole 
drama or romance in a few pages. The following has 
some foundation, and may be repeated here as something 
more than a tale — an interesting guide to the state of 
justice in the period of which it speaks. 

A gentleman, who possessed an estate worth about 
£600 a year, in the eastern part of England, had two sons. 
The eldest, being of a rambling disposition, went abroad. 
After several years his father died, when the younger son 
destroyed the will and seized upon the estate. He gave 
out that his eldest brother was dead, and bribed false wit- 
nesses to attest the truth of it. In the course of time his 
elder brother returned, but came home in miserable cir- 
cumstances. His younger brother repelled him with 
scorn, and told him he was an impostor and cheat. He 

15—2 



228 LAWTEB AND CLIENT. 

asserted tliat his real brother was dead long ago, and he 
conld bring witnesses to prove it. The poor fellow, having 
neither money nor friends, was in a most dismal situation. 
He went ronnd the parish making complaints, and at last 
to a lawyer, who, when he had heard the poor man's 
story, replied, " Yon have nothing to give me ; if I under- 
take yonr cause and lose it, it will bring me into dis- 
grace, as all the wealth and evidence are on your brother's 
side. But, however, I will undertake your cause on this 
condition — you shall enter into an obligation to pay me 
one thousand guineas if I gain the estate for you. If I 
lose it I know the consequences, and I venture with my 
eyes open." Accordingly he entered into an action with 
the younger brother, which was to be tried at the next 
general assizes at Chelmsford, in Essex. 

The lawyer having engaged in the cause of the young 
man, and stimulated by the prospect of a thousand 
guineas, set his wits to work to contrive the best method 
to gain his end. At last he hit upon this happy thought, 
that he wcnild consult the first judge of his age, Lord 
Chief Justice Hale. Accordingly he hastened up to 
London, and laid open the cause and all the circum- 
stances. The judge, who was a great lover of justice, 
heard it attentively, and promised all the assistance in 
his power. The lawyer having taken leave, the judge 
contrived his matters so as to finish all his business at the 
King's Bench before the assizes began at Chelmsford. 
When within a short distance of the place he dismissed 
his horse, and sought for a single house. He found one 
occupied by a miller. After some conversation, and 
making himself quite agreeable, he proposed to the miller 
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to change clotlies with him. As the judge had a very 
good suit on, the man had no reason to object. Accord- 
ingly the judge shifted himself from top to toe, and put 
on a complete suit of the miller's best. Armed with a 
miller's hat, shoes, and stick, away he marched to Chelms- 
ford, where he had procured good lodgings, suitable for 
the assizes that should come on the next day. 

When the trials came on, he walked like an ignorant 
country fellow, backwards and forwards along the county 
hall. He had a thousand eyes within him, and when the 
court began to fill, he found out the poor fellow who was 
the plaintiff. As soon as he came into the hall, the miller 
drew up to him. " Honest friend," said he, **how is your 
cause like to do to-day ? " 

'* Why," replied the plaintiff, " my cause is in a very 
precarious situation, and if I lose it I am ruined for 
life." 

"Well, honest friend," replied the miller, "will you 
take my advice ? I will let you into a secret which, 
perhaps, you do not know ; every Englishman has a right 
and privilege to except any one juryman through the 
whole twelve. Now do you insist upon your privilege, 
without giving a reason why, and if possible get mo 
chosen in his room, and I will do you all the service in 
my power." 

Accordingly, when the clerk had called over the names 
of the jurymen, the plaintiff excepted one of them. The 
judge on the bench was highly offended with this 
liberty. 

"What do you mean," says he, "by excepting that 
gentleman ? " 
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'* I mean, my lord, to assert jdj privilege as an English- 
man, without giving a reason why." 

The judge, who had been highly bribed, in order to 
conceal it by a show of candour, and having confidence in 
the superiority of his party, said, " Well, sir, as you 
claim your privilege in one instance, I will grant it. 
Whom would you wish to have in the room of that man 
excepted ? " 

After a short time taken in consideration he said, 
** My lord,, I wish to have an honest man chosen in ; " 
and looking round the court — " My lord, there is that 
miller in the court, we will have him, if you please." 
Accordingly the miller was chosen. 

As soon as the clerk of the court had given them aU 
their oaths, a little dextrous fellow came into the apart- 
ment, and slipped ten Garoluses into the hands of eleven 
jurymen, and gave the miller but five. He observed that 
they were all bribed as well as himself, and said to his 
next neighbour in a soft whisper, " How much have you 
got ? " 

" Ten pieces," said he. 

But he concealed what he had got himself. The case 
was opened by the plaintiff's counsel, and all the scraps 
of evidence they could pick up were adduced in his 
favour. The younger brother was provided with a great 
number of witnesses and pleaders, all plentifully bribed as 
well as the judge. The evidence deposed that they were 
in the self-same county when the brother died, and saw 
him buried. The counsellors pleaded upon accumulated 
evidence, and everything went with a fuU tide in favour 
of the younger brother. The judge summed up the evi- 
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deuce with great gravity and deliberation. ''And now, 
gentlemen of the jnry/' said he, " lay your heads together, 
and bring in a verdict as yon shall deem most jnst." 

They waited a few minntes before they determined 
in favour of the yonnger brother. The jndge said — 
" Grentlemen, are yon agreed P and who shall speak for 
yon?" 

'* We are all agreed, my lord," replied one ; '* onr fore- 
man shall speak for ns." 

" Hold, my lord," replied the miller, ** we are not all 
agreed." 

" Why P " said the jndge in a surly maimer, ** what is 
the matter with yon P What reason have yon for dis- 
agreeing P " 

"I have several reasons, my lord," replied the miller; 
*^ the first is, they have given all the gentlemen of the 
jury ten broad pieces of gold, and me but five, which is 
not &ir. Besides, I have many objections to make to the 
&«lse reasoning of the pleaders, and the contradictory evi- 
dence of the witnesses." Upon this the miller began a 
discourse that discovered such vast penetration of judg- 
ment, such extensive knowledge of the law, and expressed 
such energetic and manly eloquence, that astonished the 
judge and the whole court. As. he was going on with his 
powerful demonstrations, the judge, in a surprise of soul, 
stopped him. 

** Where did yon come from, and who are yon P " 

" I come from Westminster Hall," replied the miller ; 
" my name is Matthew Hale, I am Lord Chief Justice of 
the King's Bench. I have observed the iniquity of your 
proceedings of this day; therefore, come down from a 
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seat wliicli you are no way worthy to hold. You are one 
of the corrupt parties in this iniquitous business. I will 
come up this moment and try the whole oyer again." 

Accordingly Sir Matthew went up with his miUer's 
dress and hat on, began the trial from the commencement, 
and searched every circumstance of truth and falsehood. 
He evinced the eldest brother's title to the estate from 
the contradictory evidence of the witnesses, and the false 
reasonings of the pleaders ; unravelled all the sophistiy 
to the bottom, and gaiaed a complete victory in favour 
of truth and justice. 

Now, whether or not there is a deviation from strict 
biographic truth, the spirit of this story is true ; it has 
dramatic truth, truth of character, and truth of relation. 
This is like that same Sir Matthew Hale, who himself dis- 
missed a jury because he suspected them to be packed 
to carry a cause, and who, it was said, when told by 
Cromwell that he was not fit to be a judge, replied with 
his usual meekness, " That is very true." 

The romance of biography has yet to be written, not 
in the spirit of the mere romancist, the wonder-seeker, 
but in the disposition to make the wonderful and the 
unusual tributary to instraction; for unless instruction 
and improvement be the object of the perasal of tho 
Hfe, whether it be in the pages of the novel, or the 
history, or the biography, the reader becomes merely the 
tippler of mental alcohol, a drunkard intoxicating himself 
with the unnatural fire-waters of diseased morbid excite- 
ment — ^the fumes of surprise and sensuality. Tl^se have 
mostly been the great requisites demanded by the mul- 
titude of readers, and the biography that can supply them 
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is to sncli persons a precious morsel ; and sncli biographies 
there are. There are lives that, like poison plants, spread 
a yaporons pestilence, even when the book is not itself 
seen. They unfit the mind for realities, by the per- 
petual presentation of the startling and the wonderful, 
and these introduced out of all character, as if the author 
laboured to surprise his readers— haying before him as 
an object, not so much to relate the story of a life, as to 
convulse and startle the reader with unexpected emotion. 

Now this is not dramatic biography, for it is not in 
Txnison with the character of things. It may be romantic, 
and perhaps is to the student useful. Not that it is 
desirable to gaze upon the deformities of humanity, but 
that some lives remind us of posUmortem examinations, in 
which the physician has in view the diagnosis of some 
one peculiar form of disease, and studies its symptoms — 
not out of love to the dead, who nevertheless he can 
well afEord to pity, but from sympathy with the living. 

The annals of biography are not wanting in names sug- 
gesting all that a morbid excitement can crave in the 
way of the startling and wonderful. Psalmanazar, for in- 
stance; or Cagliostro, Paracelsus, or Dr. Dee: wonder- 
fully do these lives illustrate to us what boundless 
patience, talent, industry, and tact, a man may display to 
consecrate and give vitality to an imposture, when pro- 
bably a tenth portion expended upon some truthful pur- 
suit, instead of covering his name with obloquy, might 
have made him a useful member of society, and handed 
down his name with honour to posterity. 

Such reflections arise from the perusal of the life 
of the first-mentioned of the above persons, George 
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Fsalmanazar/ Few names have more romantic interest 
than his — ^if falseliood, carried to the last climax of 
imagination, invention, and impndence, can be romantic. 
He was a man of great and varied learning (one of the 
writers of the " Universal History,") and was even the 
inventor of a language, which he gave ont to be the 
langnage of the island of Formosa, and the describer of 
the manners of a conntry altogether terra incognita. 

Psalmanazar drew np in Latin an account of the island 
of Formosa, a consistent and entertaining work, which 
was translated and hurried through the press, had a 
rapid sale, and is quoted without suspicion by BufEon ; 
while his adherence to certain singularities in his manners 
and diet, gathered from popular opinion or from books, 
considerably strengthened the imposition. For the carry- 
ing on of all this he was eminently qualified, by pos- 
sessing a command of countenance, temper, and recol- 
lection, which no perplexity, rough usage, or cross- 
examination could ruffle or derange. 

The Bishop of Oxford sent him to study in the famous 
university, and on his return to London he drew up, at 
the desire of his ecclesiastical friends, a version of the 
Church Catechism, in what he called his native tongue, 
which was examined by the learned, found regular and 
grammatical, and pronounced a real language, and no 
counterfeit. By these and other conciliating arts, the 
supplies of his patrons continued liberal, and he was 
enabled to lead an idle and, in some instances, when he 
was thrown ofE his guard, an extravagant life. The 
person of our Formosan was far from attractive ; but his 
qualities, it is said, were thought otherwise by some 
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fashionable ladies, one of whom is reported to have ex- 
claimed, " I positively shall never be easy till I have been 
introduced to this strange man with a hard name, who 
has fled from Japan, and eats raw meat." 

By-and-by the imposture of his relations began to 
appear ; yet all his fictions have never been well cleared 
up. Leigh Hunt says of him — 

" Upon the whole, Psalmanazar appears to have been a 
clever, weak, and not bad-hearted man, whose vanity 
supported him in his falsehood, till he got tired of it, and 
then took extreme pity on himself, and so was drowned 
in tears. The best point about him, and which shows 
his nature to have been good in the main, was his being 
able to sit down quietly and earn an honest living." 

But if the reader woxdd see this spirit of romance in 
the chronicles of biography, let him procure and read 
the one hundred romances of real life of Leigh Hunt. 
Beal life furnishes romances by thousands, rather than 
by hundreds. Who would not wish to read how Felix 
Peretti, the ignorant son of a poor peasant in Italy, rose 
to be the mighty Prince of Italy, and the Pontiff of 
Europe ; how Henry WHley lived a recluse in the very 
heart of London, his heart shocked by intended unkind- 
ness to him, yet bearing with him to his hermitage love 
to his fellow-men, and desire to alleviate their sorrows ; 
how Eiperda, bom a Dutchman, became a Spanish 
Catholic minister, and died a bashaw ; how revenge has 
dogged its victim for years, assumed the priestly habit, 
the better to conceal the motive, and slain its object at 
the very gates of the confessional ; how the dead have 
come forth, or those who seemed dead, and lived to dance 
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at marriage feasts ; romances of generosity, romances of 
love and goodness. The record of some paragraphs from 
the life of humanity has a high and wonderful tone of 
interest to every phase of character. Philosophers may 
speculate, the curious gape, and the human find some 
shades of brotherhood, and learn. 

"By what strange chances do we live, Horatio!** 
Strange, indeed, are some of the romances of life which 
are recorded in out-of-the-way places. ** In 1685 a miller 
at Abbeville, passing by the gallows where a robber had 
been suspended on the previous day, perceived some signs 
of life in him. Being moved with compassion, he man- 
aged, with the assistance of his servant, to take him 
down, and convey him home in his cart. There he tended 
him carefully until the felon was quite restored to health, 
with the intention of dismissing him with a sum of 
money, in order that the poor wretch might be enabled to 
recommence life in an honest manner. Unfortunately, 
however, this good Samaritan delayed the execution of 
this design too long ; and on a certain Sunday — of all 
days in the week — ^this ungrateful scoundrel left the 
hospitable mill with as much of the money and valuables 
of the owner as he could lay his hands on. Now it so 
happened that the curate of Abbeville had preached an 
unusually short discourse, and the miller and his men 
came home from church in time to overtake the robber. 
This they did ; and without wasting any more valuable 
time in reforming him, they took him to the gallows upon 
which they had found him, with many apologies for 
having disturbed him there in the first instance, and 
there they hanged him with particular care ; ^ pulled his 
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wicked legs,' adds tlie chronicler, ' to make sure tliat lie 
shonld thieve no more.* Nevertheless, the doers of this 
righteotuB deed had to flee the country, nntil a pardon was 
obtained for them from the Most Christian King." 

" In 1350, a criminal named Walter Wynkbonme was 
hanged at Leicester, and having been taken down after 
the lapse of the nsnal period, was found to be jet alive. 
Some were for recommencing the execution, but the more 
humane took him to a sanctuary, in the church of Saint 
Sepulchre in that town, until the will of the king should 
be known. Edward III., the then monarch, happened to 
be with the religious in Leicester monastery at the very 
time, and an application was at once made to his clemency. 
The king thereupon forgave the criminal in Latin, which, 
I hope, was translated to him without delay — Deus tibi 
dedit vitam, et nos tibi dabvmus castam (God hath given 
thee life, and we will give thee pardon)." 

" Most striking of all known cases of premature inter- 
ment, however, is that related in the * Oauses Oelebres,^ and 
which has formed the text of many a tale, and the trellis- 
work of many a moving ballad. Shelley, for instance, has 
embalmed it in his ^ Ginevra,' and Leigh Hunt in his beau- 
tiful 'Legend of Florence.' Two tradesmen of theBue St. 
Honor6, in Paris, being old friends, and possessiag one a 
son and the other a daughter, had early determined, as 
their betters have often done, upon the marriage of these 
two young people. They looked forward to thus uniting 
their two establishments with the same pride that two 
country gentlemen sometimes feel in joining their adjacent 
estates by the union of the young squire with the heiress ; 
while they were more fortunate than fathers in a similar 
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position sometiines &id themselves, since tliat whicli 
they had set their minds npon their offspring were equally 
anzions to accomplish also. Not very long, however, 
before the time actually fixed for the celebration of these 
nuptials, a rich banker took a famcj to the young lady, 
and haying won golden opinions from her parents, obtained 
her hand, all previous promises and contracts notwith- 
standing. They discovered that uniting the two estab- 
lishments was not of such paramount importance after all, 
and that carriage exercise was essential to the health of 
their beloved daughter. TRe dutiful girl obeyed their 
wishes without much opposition ; but so far from improv- 
ing her constitution, she fell into a state of morbid melan- 
choly, which resulted in lethargy and apparent death; 
whereupon the banker buried her in a manner that left 
nothing to be desired. Now, like a virtuous young woman 
as she was, she had forbidden her former lover ever to 
present himself before her again, and to this prohibition 
he had bowed ; but since she was interred, and given up 
by her husband, he thought it no harm to bribe the sexton 
of the vault in which she lay, to let him have one farewell 
look at her loved face before its beauty withered into 
dust ; and this the more — it must be confessed — since once 
already she had fallen into a prolonged trance, which gave 
him a scintillation of hope that she might not be actually 
deceased even yet. 

'* Having carried the body to his own house, and using 
every means of restoration he coxdd think of, he really did 
succeed in bringing her back to life. The astonishment 
of the lady upon resuscitation was, of course, extreme, but 
we do not hear so much about her sorrow ; and jrielding 
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to the majij plausible aargnments he urged in favour of his 
snit, she conseiited to accompany him to England, where 
they married, and lived together in much content. After 
several years, desiring to revisit his native land, and feeling 
convinced that nobody would suspect his wife's identity, 
the husband returned to Paris, and within a very few days 
the happy pair came suddenly upon the bereaved banker, in 
the public street. If the young woman had been alone, she 
might perhaps have pretended to be a spirit, or hit upon 
some other ingenious expedient to hoodwink the widower ; 
but seeing her arm-in-arm with her former lover, the 
coincidence was a little too striking to be explained away. 
The banker, who does not seem to have set an extra- 
ordinary value upon her while she was his own, was 
transported with the desire of repossessing her, and laid 
his claim at once before a legal tribunal. The cause was 
argued at length upon both sides. The advocate for the 
lover argued that but for him the lady would have now 
had no existence, would have been dead, and neither the 
wife of the banker nor anybody else ; that her first 
husband had divested himself of all his rights by interring 
her ; and even that he might think himself lucky in not 
being indicted for homicide for consigning her to a living 
tomb. But although the spirit of the law might be with 
husband number two, the letter was against him; and 
seeing that the court was inclined to favour his adversary's 
suit, he prudently anticipated its decision by returning 
once more to England with the lady, where they remained 
until the banker died." 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE BOMAKCE OF FHILANTHBOPIG EFFORT : THE STOBT OF 

SILAS TOLD. 

It is an almost forgotten name ! Very few of our readers 
probably have ever seen the little volnme, almost dimi- 
nutive as a tract, dated 1786, and bearing the following 
title : ^' An Aeconnt of the Life and Dealings of God with 
Silas Told, late preacher of the Gospel; wherein is set 
forth the wonderful display of Divine providence towards 
him when at sea ; his various sufferings abroad ; together 
with many instances of the sovereign grace of God, in the 
conversion of several malefactors under sentence of death, 
who were greatly blessed under his ministry. Written by 
Himself." Silas Told was one of the early Methodists of 
the time of John Wesley. Dr. Stevens, in his most admi- 
rable and entertaining history of Methodism, congratulates 
himself on the opportunity of reviving his memory, and 
thinks the reprinting of his autobiography in our day 
would do good, and could not fail to be popular ; and he 
speaks of ^' its astonishing adventures as related in a style 
of terse and flowing English Defoe might have envied." 
All this is calculated to give the reader a longing to read 
the book. It is, indeed, an astonishing one ; and its com- 
parison to Defoe's books, alive with rapidly changing in- 
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cident and grapHic writing, is by no means a capricious 
exaggeration, but expresses very exactly the contents and 
the style of tbe little volume. Its early pages abound 
witb romantic adventures occurring in a life very much 
like that of John Newton, but adventures which make 
quite dim and pale those of that well-known and eminent 
man. A capacity manifests itself in Told to see visions ; 
and when he became converted and a preacher, provi- 
dential incidents led him into the most extraordinary 
course in which a man could tread. Honest, simple, and 
tender, Silas Told accompanied in that awful day numbers 
of persons to the gallows, and attempted to console suf- 
ferers and victims in circumstances of most harrowing 
and tragic solemnity. He certainly furnished comfortable 
help and light when no others were able or willing to 
sympathise or to help. John Wesley loved him, and 
when Silas died he buried him; and he says in his 
journal, **0n the 20th December, 1778, I buried what 
was mortal of honest Silas Told; for many years he 
attended the malefactors in Newgate without fee or re- 
ward, and I suppose no man for this hundred years has 
been so successfal in that melancholy office; Gt)d had 
given him peculiar talents for it, and he had amazing 
success therein; the greatest part of those whom he 
attended died in peace, and many of them in the triumph 
of faith." Such was Silas Told. 
We must introduce him to our readers through some 

D 

of those wild scenes of sailor life to which we have re- 
ferred. He was bom in Bristol, near the Hotwells, 
1711, apparently of very creditable parents ; his grand- 
father had been an eminent physician in Bunhill Kow^ 

16 
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London ; his mother was from Exeter, and bore the some- 
what nnmnsical and nnpleasant name of Sackabitch. It 
may be presumed she was not sony to change this name, 
yet it was said to have a very remote ancestry, and to 
have been given even by royalty. The story was, that 
one of the kings of the West Angles, on a certain day, 
hunting with his nobles, discovered a male infant in a 
wood with no one near it but a large bitch, the maid 
having left the child with the bitch while she went nut- 
ting in the woods. The king, who found the child 
sucking the bitch, carried him home and gave him his 
name, and bringing him up, gave him a considerable estate 
around the spot in which he was found, ** which," says 
Silas, ^* succeeding generations have severally enjoyed to 
this day, but they have altered the name to Sucksbury." 

He was educated in the well-known school of Colston, 
in Bristol, and he mentions many singular incidents in the 
life of that eccentric philanthropist, and some singular cir- 
cumstances in his own child life. He was manifestly well 
disposed to see the light of special providences and super- 
natural relations. When a child, wandering out with his 
sister in what was called the King's Wood, they lost their 
way, and were filled with the utmost consternation; a 
large dog came behind them, although no house was 
within a mile even from the wood, and drove them clear 
out into a path they knew, yet never barking at them ; 
*'and when in our knowledge," says Told, "we looked 
around us to behold the dog, he was not to be seen.*' They 
wandered again into the woods, and were a second time 
bewildered, and in greater perplexity than before, and on 
a sudden looking around they beheld the same dog 
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coming directly np to them, nor did he leave them till 
they were driven where they conld not lose their way, or be 
in danger any more ; " I turned round to look for the dog 
but saw no more of him, although we were upon an open 
common." " This," says our dear simple Silas, " was the 
Lord's doing, and it was marvellous in our eyes.'* 

When about twelve years of age he was very nearly 
drowned ; at that time he was reading, apparently with 
intense enjoyment, the ** Pilgrim's Progress," and this 
may possibly have created and coloured the impressions 
he imagines he received. When drowning, he says he 
had no sense or idea of the things of this world, but it 
appeared to him that he rushingly emerged out of thick 
darkness into a most gloriotis city, lustrous and brilliant, 
the light of which seemed to illuminate the darkness 
through which he had urged his way; it seemed that 
the city had a floor like glass, but neither the city nor the 
floor was of any substance; the inhabitants were all in 
the form of men, arrayed in robes of the finest quality 
from their necks to their feet, yet they seemed to be of no 
material substance ; he noticed that they did not seem to 
labour in walking, but glided swiftly along as if carried 
by the wind ; so with himself, he felt a solemn sacred joy 
and uninterrupted peace, but was soon brought back 
again to the life in which he was to sorrow and suffer so 
much. 

It is a dismal transition from this life of simplicity and 
childhood, and providences in woods, and visions beneath 
the waters, to his life at sea, although the life at sea was 
brief. The descriptions he gives of the seafaring life of 
those times are of the most dreadful character ; some of 

16—2 
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the captains beneatli whom lie served seemed to hare had 
the savageness of wild beasts or of devils, and the cir- 
cumstances recorded are even now harrowing to read. 
In his first voyage he seems to have suffered, mere lad 
as he was, almost everything through which an expe- 
rienced sailor could pass. This was beneath the command 
of a Captain Moses Tilly. By him he was consigned to 
a Timothy Tucker ; ** than whom," says Silas, "a greater 
villain, I firmly believe, never existed, although at home 
he assumed the character and temper of a saint." In the 
first voyage of Silas with Tucker, the wretch stole a white 
woman out of her native country to sell her to the black 
prince of Bonny, on the African coast. They had not been 
long at sea " before," says Silas, " the captain, thinking I 
had taken too much bread from the cask, went to the cabin 
and brought with him his large horsewhip, and exercised 
it about my body in so unmerciful a manner that not only 
the clothes on my back were cut to pieces, but every 
sailor on board declared they could see my bones ; and 
then he threw me all along the deck and jumped many 
times upon the pit of my stomach, in order to endanger 
my life, and had not the people laid hold of my two legs 
^nd thrown me under the windlass, after the manner they 
throw dead cats or dogs, he would have ended his despotic 
cruelty in murder." This free and pleasant mode of be- 
haviour was much indulged in by seafaring officers in that 
time; but this Tucker seems to have been really what 
Told calls him, a "bloodthirsty devil;" and stories of 
murder, and the incredible cruelties of the slave trade, 
lend their horrible fascination to this narrative. 

Then we have the story of his wreck upon the 
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American coast, in New England. Few stories are more 
cHarming than the picture he gives of his wandering with 
his companions — charming, not because he and they 
were utterly destitute and all but naked, but because we 
have such a pleasant glimpse, which he gives, of the simple 
home life of the country ; hospitality of the most romantic 
and free-handed description meets us. It is not our 
purpose to dwell upon these incidents, however, but upon 
the after-life of Silas Told; yet two pictures may be 
given as showing something of the character of New 
England settlements in those very early days of their 
history. "Ebenezer Allen, Governor of the island, and 
who dwelt about six miles from the tavern, hearing of our 
distress, made all possible haste to relieve us ; and when 
he arrived at the tavern, accompanied by his two eldest 
sons, he took Captain Seabour, his black servant, Joseph 
and myself, through partiality, and escorted us home to 
his own house. Between eleven and twelve at night we 
reached the Governor's mansion, all . of us /ishamed to be 
seen " (they were all not only utterly destitute, but nearly 
naked). " We would fain have hid ourselves in any dark 
hole or comer, as it was a truly magnificent buildiug, 
with wings on each side thereof ; but to our astonishment 
we were received into the great parlour, where were 
sitting by the fireside two fine portly ladies, attending the 
spit, which was burdened with a very heavy quarter of 
house lamb. Observing a large mahogany table to be 
spread with a fine damask cloth, and every knife, fork, 
and plate to be laid in a genteel mode, I was apprehensive 
that it was intended for the entertainment of some 
persons of note or distinction ; or, at least, for a family 
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supper. In a short time the joint was taken up and laid 
on the table, yet nobody sat- down to eat ; and as we were 
almost hid in one comer of the room, the ladies tnmed 
round and said, * Poor men ! why don't yon come to 
supper P ' I replied, ' Madam, we had no idea that it was 
prepared for us ! ' The ladies then entreated us to eat, 
without any kind of fear of them, assuring us that it was 
prepared for none others ; and none of us having eaten ^ 
anything for near six-and-thirty hours before, we picked 
the bones of the whole quarter, with which we had plenty of 
rich good cider to drink. After supper we went to bed, 
and enjoyed so profound a sleep, that the next morning it 
was difficult for the old gentleman to awake us. The 
following day I became the partaker of several second- 
hand garments ; and as I was happily possessed of a little 
learning, it caused me to be more abxmdantly caressed by 
the whole family, and therefore I fared sumptuously every 
day. This unexpected change of circumstance and diet I 
undoubtedly experienced in a very xmcommon manner, 
but as I was strictly trained up a Churchman, and could 
not support the idea of a Dissenter (although God knows 
I had well-nigh by this time dissented from all that was 
truly good), this proved a bar to my promotion ; and my 
strong propensity to sail for England, to see my mother, 
prevented my acceptance of the greatest offer I ever 
received in my life before ; for when the day came that 
we were to quit the island, and to cross the sound over to 
a town called Sandwich, on the main continent, the young 
esquire took me apart from my associates, and earnestly 
entreated me to tarry with them, saying, that if I would 
accede to their proposals, nothiDg should be lacking to 
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render my situation equivalent with that of the family. 
As there were very few white men on the island, I was 
fixed npon, if willing, to esponse one of the Governor's 
daughters. I have been informed that the Governor was 
immensely rich, having on the island 2,000 head of cattle, 
and 20,000 sheep, and every acre of land thereon 
belonging to himself. However, I could not be prevailed 
upon to accept the ofEer; therefore the Governor fur- 
nished us with forty shillings each, and gave us a pass 
over to the town of Sandwich." Such paragraphs as this, 
from his sailor life, illustrate some of the severe expe- 
riences through which he passed, and the education he 
received for that life of singular earnestness and tender- 
ness which closed and crowned his years ; we introduce it, 
however, not merely for this purpose, but because it 
shows, as also does the following paragraph, the cheerful 
home life of New England, nearly one hundred and fifty 
years since. 

"One Sunday" (this incident occurred in Hanover, 
United States), '* as my companions and self were crossing 
the churchyard, at the time of Divine service, a well- 
dressed gentleman came out of the church, and said to 
us, ' Gentlemen, we do not sufEer any person in this 
country to travel on the Lord*s-day.' We gave him to 
understand that it was necessity which constrained us to 
walk that way, as we were all shipwrecked on St. Martin's 
Vineyard, and were journeying to Boston. The gentle- 
man was still dissatisfied, but quitted our company and 
went into the church. When we had gone a little further, 
a large white house proved the object of our attention. 
The door being wide open, we reasonably imagined it was 
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not in an nngnarded state, without servants or others ; 
but as we all went into the kitchen, nobody appeared to 
be within, nor was there an individual either above or 
below. However, I advised my companions to tarry in 
the house until some person or other should arrive. They 
did so, and in a short time afterwards two ladies, richly 
dressed, with a footman following them, came in through 
the kitchen ; and notwithstanding they turned round and 
saw us (who in so dirty and disagreeable a garb and ap- 
pearance might have terrified them exceedingly), yet 
neither of them was observed to take any notice of us, 
nor did either of them ask us any questions, touching the 
cause of so great an intrusion. About a quarter of an 
hour afterwards, a footman entered the kitchen with a 
cloth, and a large two-quart silver tankard full of rich 
cider, also a loaf and cheese ; but we, not knowing it was 
prepared for us, did not attempt to partake thereof. At 
length the ladies, coming into the kitchen, and viewing us 
in our former position, desired to know the reason of our 
malady, seeing we were not refreshing ourselves ; where- 
upon I urged the others to join with me in the acceptance 
of so hospitable a proposal. After this the ladies com- 
menced a similar inquiry into our situation. I gave them 
as particular an account of every recent vicissitude that 
befell us as I was capable of, with a genuine relation of 
our being shipwrecked, and the sole reasons of our travel- 
ling into that country ; likewise begged they would excuse 
our impertinence, as they were already informed of the 
cause. We then were emboldened to ask the ladies if 
they could furnish us with a lodging that evening. They 
replied it was uncertain whether our wishes could be ac- 
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complished there, but tliat if we proceeded somewliat 
farther, wo should, doubtless, be entertained, and genteelly 
accommodated by their brother, a Quaker, whose house 
was not more than the distance of seven miles. We 
thanked the ladies, and set forward, and at about eight 
o'clock arrived at their brother's house. Fatigued with 
our journey, we hastened into the parlour, and delivered 
our message ; whereupon a gentleman quickly gave us to 
understand, by his free and liberal cOnducfc, that he was 
the Quaker referred to by the aforesaid ladies, who (total 
strangers as we were) used us with a degree of hospitality 
impossible to be exceeded. Indeed, I could venture to say 
that the accommodations we met with at this Quaker's 
house, seeing they were imparted to us with such affec- 
tionate sympathy, greatly outweighed those we formerly 
experienced." 

The work of any man must derive a character from 
w^hat he has been before that which made him remarkable 
was attempted. Many thousands of sailors have passed 
through all which Silas Told passed through, in his rude 
sailor days ; but with him all that went before is brought 
into relief and made remarkable from its contrast with 
what followed after. How he preached, we do not know, 
except that he must have been a warm and touching, a 
faithful and a loving preacher; but it was a singular 
University in which to study for the work of the 
ministry. 

It is amazing that with all the horrible experiences 
through which Told passed, scenes of cruelty so sickening 
that they almost shake a faith in the just and overruling 
God, every sentiment of religion had not been entirely 
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banished and expelled from his mind ; but it wonld seem 
that in his strange and chequered career, which had not 
been unmixed with the sins incidental to the ordinary 
sailor's life, that old gracious nature of his childhood 
which delighted in the '' Pilgrim's Progress," and had the 
entrancing vision of the Celestial City when he lay 
beneath the waters, was waiting to be informed by Divine 
life, and fitted for much usefulness. 

In 1740, a young blacksmith introduced him to the 
people whom he had until then utterly despised, the 
Methodists; for Told considered himself a thorough 
Churchman. He heard John Wesley preach at the 
Foundery, from the text, " 1 write unto you, little 
children, because your sins are forgiven you.*' He testi- 
fies that the sermon set his soul on fire, nor was the fire 
ever extinguished, thenceforth, notwithstanding the pas- 
sionate opposition of his wife — ^a virtuous and excellent 
woman, who startled him by her vehement resistance to 
this new development in his life — and notwithstanding the 
mockery and derision of his friends. In spite of all, he 
continued faithful to his profession. 

Told had received a fair education, and had probably 
lost little of what he had received as a child, while he had 
gained very much more as a man. Considering the times 
and the work to be done, he seems to have been well fitted 
for the position which Mr. Wesley, in the course of a few 
years, asked him to xmdertake — that of master to the 
charity children at the Foundery school. At this time he 
was clerk to a Mr. Bembow, of Wapping ; there he was 
much respected, and seems to have had a very congenial 
employment. His employer declared that no considera- 
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tion of money should separate them, and that he regarded 
him as essential to his business. Told, however, preferred 
the smaller means with the more consecrated labour, and 
took, at what seems a great loss in worldly circumstances, 
the offer of Mr. Wesley. 

He soon gathered from three to four score children 
around him. It gives a light upon the habits of those 
times to read of his having the children xmder his care 
from five o'clock in the morning to five in the evening ; 
but it seems they preached and taught alike at early hours. 
Was it not at five o'clock in the morning David Hume 
went to hear Whitefield preach at Moorfields ? His school 
increased in numbers and usefulness ; we suppose it was 
something like whalt we should caU. a ragged school now ; 
and the old sailor reflects with complacency upon the fact 
that for seven years and three months he pursued this 
occupation, requiring the assistance at length of usher and 
monitors, drilling his protiges in reading, writing, and 
accounts ; and during the period of his mastership, he 
says, discharging two hundred and seventy-five boys, most 
of them to capital trades. 

For a long time, it seems, he had been impressed by the 
sense of the sad condition of the malefactors waiting for 
death in Newgate ; this sense had been stirred within him, 
by hearing Mr. Wesley preach from the text, " I was sick 
and in prison and ye visited me not." Still there seemed 
to be no immediate call or way made clear for him to 
attempt what was certainly a very difficult task ; at last a 
messenger, one Sarah Peters, came to him to the 
school from ten prisoners all lying under sentence of 
death in Newgate. 
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Tlie EnglisK laws were barbarons in those days, and 
every sessions numbers were sentenced for the most trivial 
offences, which conld scarcely be called crimes, to the 
gallows. A fearfully heavy weight of blood rests npon the ' 
conscience of England for the state of the law in those 
times. The message from these ten poor creatures ex- 
pressed a wish that some members of Mr. Wesley's society 
would come to see them ; they were all awakened to a sense 
of their danger as immortal bemgs, and one of them, John 
Lancaster, was full of the love of God. This was a very 
distinct call to Silas ; he hastened to the prison, and there, 
in the condemned cells with those men in irons, Silas Told 
commenced a piece of work which sets him apart in his 
time, and gives to him a distinct place among the Christian 
labourers of his day — to the measure of his power, perhaps 
in a smaller sphere, but in a much more intensely painful 
manner, anticipating the instincts of John Howard and the 
loving labours of Elizabeth Fry. He attended Lancaster 
and eight others of the malefactors — one was probably 
reprieved — to the place of execution. Poor Lancaster's 
body after his death was the subject of a strange adven- 
ture, which we need not recite here, but which illustrates 
singularly the cruelty and the wild lawlessness of the 
times ; indeed, this little volume of Told's autobiography 
furnishes fearful glimpses of the state of society in the 
time to which it refers, and would provide the historian 
with some very remarkable materials for the perfecting of 
his social pictures. 

It was this circumstance to which we have alluded which 
seems first to have given to our singular preacher the post 
and place of a prisoners' chaplain. He preached constantly 
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to the felons and debtors in ]^ewgate ; among the debtors 
he formed a regular and consistent little church, greatly 
to the amazement of the Ordinary, or reg^ular Newgate 
chaplain, who gave to him all his opposition, interfered 
with him, and sought by every means to put down his 
labours. He preached in every prison and in many of the 
workhouses in London, and for twelve miles around ; but 
especially to the poor unhappy malefactors of both sexes did 
he minister the holy Word, Considering how much he had 
suffered himself, what cruelties he had seen and under- 
gone, it appears at first amazing to find what a full, 
tender, affectionate heart the old sailor had, and how by 
his words and terms of tenderness he put himself at once 
side by side with poor suffering criminals, although gene- 
rally he knew nothing about them but that they were 
sufferers, frequently victims of great injustice, that they 
were in circumstances of great danger, and that he had, 
as he believed, a message of tenderness and mercy to them, 
and a heart full of sympathy for them. 

The visionary character of his mind seems about this 
period to have returned to him ; and it is quite consistent 
with his tenderness, and with his interest in his peculiar 
labour, that he became nervous, excited, fearful for him- 
self, distracted, sunk to extremities of despair, and that 
he anon burst as it were into an ethereal universe, replete 
with the glory of God, and of such substance and palpa- 
bility that he thought he could have laid hold upon 
it. Once it seemed to him that he saw the heavens 
opened, and a long and sacred avenue stretched before 
him, in which he saw the Lord Jesus standing as in the 
form of a man, and from the precious palms of His hands 
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blood was Btreaming down. "Floods of tears gushed 
from my eyes and trickled down my cheeks ; I said, 
*Lord, it is enough,' nor have I once doubted since." 
Such visions are, no doubt, strange ; but Silas Told proved 
his visions by his works, by his life of labour, and his 
heart of love. And our readers will remember some- 
thing like them in the lives of John Howe and John 
Flavel. 

For upwards of twenty years he pursued his labours 
among the prisoners in the manner we have indicated. 
No doubt a great deal of his more precious life of labour, 
during this period, is lost sight of, and can never be 
recalled. In his autobiography he has very naturally set 
down his connection with some of the most remarkable 
executions of his time. There was the case of Messrs. 
Morgan, Whalley, Brett, and Dupree, four gentlemen, 
who, having enjoyed themselves at dinner, and having 
indulged pretty freely in the glass, went forth in a mad 
moment to commit a robbery by way of a freak. They 
attacked and robbed a farmer near Chelmsford ; the 
farmer obtained assistance, pursued them into Chelms- 
ford, secured them, and all the interest they could com- 
mand in the nation was unavailing to obtain their pardon. 
Morgan, however, had been engaged and was upon the 
point of being married to the Lady Elizabeth Hamilton, 
daughter to the Duke of Hamilton, and she so perti- 
naciously followed the King, falling on her knees before 
him, and pouring forth her tears, that at last the King 
consented to reprieve Morgan, but only on the condition 
that it should be at the very foot of the gallows. She 
had the sweet satisfaction of meeting him there in her 
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carriage with, tlie pardon; but tlie otKer three were 
executed, and Told was with them all, praying by their 
side in their last moments. 

The taking of human life hj law was, as we have said, 
dreadfollj capricious. A joung man, named Coleman, 
was tried for the supposed personal abuse of a young 
woman. The young woman herself declared that Cole- 
man was not the man, but some persons pressed upon him 
and pressed upon her, and although she never appears to 
have wavered, contradictions seemed to imply that he was 
the man. He was imprisoned, condemned, and executed. 
Three years .afterwards, the very man who drove him to 
his place of execution was proved, by his own confession, 
to be the real culprit, and he was tried, condemned, and 
executed. Some who were perjured in Coleman's case 
were condemned to stand in the pillory, and were even- 
tually transported. 

One of the most dreadful cases in Silas Told's expe- 
rience was that of Mary Edmonson, tried before Judge 
Dennison, and, upon mere circumstantiaf evidence, exe- 
cuted on Kennington Common, for the supposed murder 
of her aunt at Botherhithe. She was a poor young 
thing; but, nevertheless, appears to have been most 
brutally treated. The mob believed her to be guilty, and 
received her with blasphemous curses and horrible oaths. 
Silas Told obtained admission to her shortly before her 
execution. He said, "My dear, for God's sake, for 
Christ's sake, and for the sake of your precious soul, do 
not die with a lie in your mouth ;" with much more to 
the same purpose. He testifies that she heard him with 
meekness and simplicity, but declared that she had 
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already told the tmtli. The sheriff permitted Told to 
accompany her to the place of ezecntidh. He said that 
he would give a great satisfaction to the nation if he 
could bring her to confession: it was all in vain. As 
Told was walking by her side, he said to her, '* My dear, 
look to Jesus." Her spirit quickened; she turned joy- 
fully to the good man, and said, '^ Sir, I bless God I can 
look to Jesus, to my comfort." As the cart came to the 
gallows, the sheriff stood by Told's side, while he pressed 
her as the rope was being adjusted round her neck, "Did 
you not commit the murder? Had you no concern 
therein ? " She said, " I am as clear of the whole affair 
as I was the day my mother brought me into the world ;" 
and the sheriff exclaimed, shedding plenty of tears, for 
she was very young, and had all the aspects of innocenco 
about her, *' Good God ! it is a second Coleman's easel" 
Told left the cart, and a near kinsman approached to her, 
offering to give her a farewell kiss. She waved him 
away ; he was the murderer, and confessed it afterwards. 
It appears to have been an affair of money. Mary 
would have received more money upon the death of her 
aunt than he. The executioner drew the cart away, 
and poor Mary's body fell against her only comforter 
in death, kind old Silas Told. Her kinsman was tried 
for the murder, which he first confessed, but then re- 
tracted his confession. He was subsequently condemned 
to death for highway robbery, though his sentence was 
commuted to transportation for life. 

A very pitiful case, recited by Told, is that of poor 
Anderson, who was hung for stealing to the value of six- 
pence. He and his wife — ^far gone with child — ^were des- 
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titate of money, clothes, and food. He said to his wife, 
'* Mj dear, I will go out ; it may be that the Lord will 
provide me with a loaf of bread." All his efforts were 
fmitless; but as he went down the Hoxton Fields, he 
met two washerwomen taking home their clean linen ; he 
did not bid them stop, but he said to one of them, 
" Mistress, I want money." She gave him twopence ; he 
said to the other, " You have money, I know you have." 
She said, " I have fourpence ; " he took that likewise, 
scarcely knowing, poor fellow, either what he said or did. 
When they arrived at Old Street, the two women gave 
him into charge of a constable, declaring that he had 
stopped them in Hoxton Fields, and robbed them of their 
money; in any case it was but sixpence; For this the 
poor man was sentenced to death ; for this, too, at last, 
he died. 

** Never," says Told, "through the years I have 
attended the prisoners, have I seen such meek, loving, 
patient spirits as this man and his wife;" but he was 
executed, and executed for this crime alone, there was no 
other : he was no professed criminal, he and his wife were 
simply starviQg, and the poor fellow did his best to 
obtain some little alleviation or help. After her husband's 
death, Told, aided in his Divine sympathy by his wife, 
sought out the widow in her wretchedness ; he obtained 
a housekeeper's situation for her, and she became a 
creditable, respected woman, giving great satisfaction in 
her employment. He also bound her daughter apprentice 
to a weaver, and she probably turned out well, 
"although," says Told, "I have never seen her since 
but twice." If such laws, which coald oondenm thus 
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for snch^an offence, deserve to be liad in eyerlasting* 
execration, surely Silas Told is one of tHose righteous 
wlio deserve to be bad in everla*sting remembrance. 

Horrible, indeed, are several of the instances recited 
with much pathos in the memorial from which we quote. 
Bolland, a sheriff's officer, was execnted for forging a note, 
although he had refunded the money, and twice after- 
wards paid the sum of the bill to secure himself. A 
young gentleman named Slocomb defrtiuded his father of 
£300, and through his &ther he suffered, for he would 
not in any way stir or remit his claim eveh to save his 
son. Told attended the young man, and thought highly 
of him, not only because he expressed himself with so 
much resignation, but especially because he nevet* indtdged 
in a complaint against him whom Silas calls that " lump 
of adamant," his father. With him was executed another 
yoang gentleman, named Powell, for forgery. 

Poor Mary Pyner was executed for setting fire to her 
master's house; she seems to have been a thoughtless 
and sinful girl, but when she was in prison, Told, in a 
most tender way, touched her heart. He says : " When 
the cart was put under the gallows, Mary was the first 
that bore the rope ; as soon as this' was done, she turned 
round to an innumerable assembly of people on both sides, 
saying, * G-ood people, I ddubt not that many of you are 
greatly affeoted at beholding so young d> creature as I am 
brought to this unhappy and shameful end ; but oh ! I 
am as happy as I can bear to be, having full assurance 
that I shall live with Him who died for me, and there 
commence an everlasting banquet of greater happiness at 
His right hand, in the region of endless paradise.' She 
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then b^an to strengthen her fellow-snfferers, beseeching 
them not to doubt of the readiness of Gt)d to save them. 
I rejoiced, in hope that they all received that great salva- 
tion, purchased by the blood of the everlasting covenant. 
When duty was closed, they were all turned off, crying 
for the mercy of the Lord Jesus Christ, Amen." 

And here we must close our references to this interest- 
ing little memoir, a summary of a very strange path of 
truly Christian benevolence and usefulness. Silas Told 
attended that cruel woman, Elizabeth Brownrigg, in 
prison and to the gallows ; and stood by her amidst the 
wild and fearful execrations of an amazing multitude of 
spectators. He was known far and near as the prisoners' 
chaplain, although an unpaid one. At last, in 1779, in 
the sixty-eighth year of his age, he closed a life, in its 
way very remarkable and singularly romantic and 
chequered, and — what is more to our purpose — singularly 
useful. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THE CONSOLATIONS OF BIOGKAPHT. 

l^OR maj we forget, amongst the other tbes, the consolar- 
tions of biography. Who shall say how much heroism 
has been imparted by the study of some nobly-enduring 
character, the portrait of some noble nature straggling 
in almost overmastering agony ? There is a passac^e in 
"The Caxtons" which has always seemed to us finely 
illustrative of the influence of such a life over suffering. 

" After breakfast, the next morning, I took my hat to 
go out, when my father, looking at me, and seeing by my 
countenance that I had not slept, said, gently : ' My dear 
Pisistratus, you have not tried my medicine yet.' 

" * What medicine, sir ? * 

"'BobertHall!' 

" * No, indeed, not yet,' said I, smiling. 

" ' Do so, my son, before you go out ; depend on it you 
will enjoy your walk more.* 

"I confess that it was with some reluctance I obeyed 
I went back to my own room, and sat resolutely down to 

"^l A.rt^ *^^^^ *^y^^ y°^' °^y ^^^^* ^^o have 
notr^d'TheLifeof BobertHall'? If so. in the worZ 
ol the great Captain Cuttle, ' When found, «ake a note of 
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it.' Wliatever thou art, orthodox or heterodox, send for 
< The Life of Robert Hall.' It is the life of a man that it 
does good to manhood itself to contemplate. I had finished 
the biography, which is not long, and I was mnsing over 
it, when I heard the captain's cork leg upon the stairs. 
I opened the door for him, and he entered, book in hand, 
as I also, book in hand, stood ready to receive him. 

" ^ Well, sir,' said Roland, seating himself, ' has the 
prescription done you any good ? ' 

" * Yes, tmcle, great.' 

*' ' And me, too. By Jnpiter, Sisty, that same Hall was 
a fine fellow ! I wonder if the medicine has gone through 
the same channels in both ? Tell me, first, how it affected 
you ;' " and Sisty replied. 

" * All that is yery well said,' quoth the captain, ' but it 
did not strike me. What I have seen in this book is, 
courage. Here is a poor creature, rolling on the carpet 
with agony ; from childhood to death, tormented with a 
mysterious malady — a malady that is described as an in- 
ternal apparatus of torture — and who does, by his heroism, 
more than hear it ! He puts it out of its power to affect 
him ; and though (here is the passage) '* his appoint- 
ment, by day and by night, was incessant pain ; yet high 
enjoyment was, notwithstanding, the law of his existence." 
Robert Hall reads me a lesson — me, an old soldier, 
who thought myself above taking lessons in courage, at 
least. And as I came to that passage, when in the sharp 
paroxysms, before death, he says, " I have not complained, 
have I, sir ? and I won't complain ! " When I came to 
* that passage, I started up and cried, Roland de Caxton 
thou hast been a coward ! and if thou hadst had thy 
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deserts tKon hadst been cashiered, broken, and drammed 
out of the regiment long ago.' " 

It is scarcely possible to give a better illustration of ^be 
impression produced bj a truly good life upon the mind. 
The spectacle of patient endurance is always affecting and 
inspiring. It helps little souls upwards and onwards. The 
unwitnessed heroism of Schiller^of whom it is asserted, 
on medical evidence, that during the last fifteen years of 
his life not a moment could have been free from pain — 
yet, so far from uttering complaint .during this period, he 
masters his agony, and writes kis " Wallenstein " and 
'^William Tell," his sssthetic letters and histories, enters 
upon his deepest speculations, and gives utterance to his 
sublimest words. So true it is, not only, as a great 
writer remarks, " There's many a good bit of work done 
with a sad heart," but we may further say. There is many 
a noble piece of work executed with a lame limb. 

" I have often been acquainted," says Baron Humboldt, 
'* with persons, both men and women, in whom this con- 
dition (of constant bodily sufEering) was habitual, and 
who had not even a single probable hope of ever getting 
free from it, xmless by death. To this class, especially, 
Schiller belonged. He suffered much, suffered constantly, 
and knew, too, that (as. was actually the case) these per- 
petual pains were gradually drawing him near to death. 
Yet of him it might truly be said, that he kept his sickness 
imprisoned within the limits of his body ; for at whatever 
hour you might visit him, in whatever state you might 
find him, his mind was always cheerful and tranquil, 
ready for friendly intercourse, and for interesting and 
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even profomul conversation. He would oven say, at 
times, tHat a man can work better in certain states of 
bodily ailment — not those, of course, of acute suffering — 
and I have found liim, while actuallj in this uncomfort- 
able condition, composing poems and prose essays, in 
which no one, surely, could discover a trace of this 
circumstance of their birth." 

Jean Paul passes quietly along the ways of poverty, 
never repining. ''What is it," says he, ''that a man 
should whine under it? It is but like the pain of . 
piercing the ears of a maiden, to hang precious jewels 
in the wound." Biography presents to us thus a new 
book of martyrs — ^not the volume of bigotry but of 
humanity ; shows to us how all life is, in some way, 
a martyrdom, and the story of the whole world a 
martyrology. 

In some biographic records we are entertained with the 
sighs and mournings of the sufferers. BousseaTi faints 
before the mental struggle ; Gowper, shrinking from 
action, embraces the very ^source of his disease ; Byron 
raves and swears, and curses all the realities of life. 
There are innumerable such lives, there is nothing sub- 
Hme about them. Fretful, feverish existences, passed in 
hysteric sobbings and affections, they could not face the 
fell pursuer ; they did not learn that to front pain with 
defiance is almost to annihilate it. We do not learn the 
meaning of life from experiences like these ; aU biography 
is bad in its influence which preaches to man the wisdom 
of retreating in the battle of life ; for the battle is only to 
be won by fighting it out. Mental or bodily pain, loss, 
bereavement, disappointment^ diseased nervous sensibility 
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— the power of each to make ns unhappy may be curbed 
and controlled. When we were a very little fellow in- 
deed, a scene took place unlike anything beheld before by 
our inexperienced eyes. A young lady went off into wild 
hysterics ; a number of good folks about her said, *^ Poor 
thing ! " and pitied and condoled with her very much, and 
rubbed her hands and her forehead; but our old nurse 
took altogether another course, and said, " Shake her, 
shake her well ; " and the young lady was well shaken, 
and the remedy thus proposed seemed wonderful in its 
instantaneous effects. Many have received the unbounded 
pity and commiseration of the world, to whom a similar 
specific would have been most beneficial. Action is the 
only cure for false sentiment and diseased sensibility. To 
flatter the vanity is to provoke the inflammation. We 
have noticed everywhere, in the course of our reading, that 
the most healthy life is the most active life. The want of 
mental occupation is the cause of much, of most, of the 
lunacy in the world; the mind cannot vary its powers, 
and, therefore, it perpetuully turns upon one pursuit, 
sfcretches one chord to an unnatural degree, and the whole 
system is untuned. This is the misery of our " sick men 
of genius," as they have been called — the life they led was 
not sufficiently objective ; they did not behold in the dis- 
tance an object to which they should stretch forward ; the 
will, the resolution, of the soul was uneducated ; and when 
it became necessary that they should engage in battle 
with the evil spirit of their life, they found that, un- 
consciously to themselves, it had obtained a hold, a 
mastery upon and over them. And the worst of the evil, 
perhaps, was, that they could not fly from it; it was 



^emKwmmmmBmKmm^m^mmm^mmmmm 



THE IMDOLBNCB.Of THOMSON. 265 

within them, it slept with them, walked with them, ate, 
visited, travelled with them ; . imperiouslj compelled them 
to do its bidding, and they, too late, fell and &>inted in the 
arms and power of their enemy. 

Numerous are the instances which might be cited to 
illustrate this. For example, think of the indolence and 
self-indulgence of Thomson, the author of '* The Seasons." 
The laziness of this man was most remarkable. He did, 
indeed, live in a castle of indolence. Everybody knows 
the anecdote of Quin regarding Thomson's magiiificent 
description of sunrise. Quin, with Savage the poet, de- 
clared his belief that Thomson never saw the sun rise in 
his life, and related that, going one day at noon to see him 
at Richmond, he found him in bed, and, asking him why 
lie did not get up earlier, he replied, ** he had nae motive." 
Thus Hartley Coleridge's vagrant, fitful, aimless life, 
among the lakes of Westmoreland, a victim to habits that 
intrepidity might have conquered ; thus Addison, . pro- 
menading his long gallery during the writing qi his 
'' Spectator," a bottle of wine at each end, without which 
those graceful sentences would not flow. Few .lives of 
this class are more instructive than that of Savage, and^ 
although he scarcely merits the place which Dr. Johnson 
has given to him in his " Lives of the Poets," not one of 
those Hves is better calculated to demonstrate the misery 
of a man whose will was powerless to savej but mighty to 
destroy. Savage was a perfect portrait of that morbid 
character of mind, prompt to create its own miseries, and 
equally prompt to blame the whole world for originating 
them, and not sharing them. To all such lives and livers 
one is disposed to say, '* Why did not Hercules crush the 
snake?" 
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Few thonghts, again, are more affecting than that trite 
one of the eyanescence of even great names. The dnst 
that we tread beneath onr feet in church yards is conunon 
dust, but every name mentioned in an encyclopedia, or the 
subject of a biography, has been a noticeable name ; yet 
a collection of the lives of eminent persons is itself only 
a literary catacomb. There is the great French work, 
the "Biographic Universelle," in fifty-two volumes; or 
" Chalmers' Biographical Dictionary," in thirty-two 
volumes. The oblivion of the churchyard cannot be 
more complete than that of most of the names upon these 
pages. A column, an obelisk, an urn, here and there may 
be seen, and the compiler, like* some '* Old Mortality," 
moves about among the meaner tombs to mow the nettles 
from the grave, and retrace the letters on the stone. But 
even the graves of the noted are so numerous, and the re* 
gilded epitaphs occur to the eye so frequently, that at last 
we are compelled to relinquish all hope of a cursory 
glance. By slow degrees we learn, sorely against our will, 
that ''one event happeneth alike to all ;" that posthumous 
fame is the merest illusion ; that frequently an accident 
does more to hang notoriety about the name than the 
most distinguished pretensions. "Alasl the vanity of 
human fame," remarks Dr. Southey. Again, " Vanity of 
vanities, all is vanity." 

" How few," says Bishop Jeremy Taylor, "have heard 
of the name of Yeneatapadius Bagium! He imagined 
that there was no man in the world who knew him not. 
How many men can tell me that he was King of Nar- 
singa? When I mention Arba, who but the practised 
teztualist can call to mind that he was ' a great man 
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among tlie Anakim ' ? that he was the father of Anak, 
and that from him Kerjath Arba took its name ? A great 
man among the giants of the earth, the founder of a city, 
the &ther of Anak ! And now there remaiaeth nothing 
more of him or his race than the bare mention of him in 
one of the verses in one of the chapters of the Book of 
Joshna. Except for that only record, it wonld not now 
be known that Arba had ever lived, or that Hebron was 
originally called after his name. Vanitas vanitatum ! omnia 
vanitds.** 

An old woman, in a village in the West of England, 
was told one day that the King of Prussia was dead, such 
a report having arrived when the great Frederick was in 
the noon-day of his glory. Old Mary lifted up her slow, 
great eyes at the news, and fixing them, in the fulness of 
vacancy, upon her informant, replied, ** Is a ? Is a ? The 
Lord ha* mercy! Well, well! The King of Prussia — 
and wTtd's hs?" The " who's he ? " of this old woman 
might serve as a text for a notable sermon upon ambition. 

The " who's he ? " of the old woman concerning Frede- 
rick was pretty nearly reproduced to the present writer on 
a journey some years since, from London to Devonshire. 
He had noticed a young girl, perhaps near twenty, who 
started with him by the same train from London, but in 
different carriages. At Exeter they continued as fellow- 
travellers, but in the same carriage. She was a young. 
Scotch girl, on her way to a situation far west. A mutual 
acquaintance with the town from which she came made 
the conversation easy and pleasant, but she had not been 
there for some years ; ** not," she said, " since the time 
when they were putting up the great monument there.*' 
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" What monnment ? " " Eb, the monumeiit to yon man, " 
she said, *^ that died a bit agane." This was not very 
satisfactory as a description of the memorial in question, 
and we boxed about for some time together attempting to 
discover whose monument was the landmark of the 
memory. At last a happy thought struck her. ^'Eh/' 
she said, '^ it was just him they ca'd the duke." That was 
the way she retained the Duke of Wellington in her 
memory. Very like the old woman's " The King of 
Prussia— who's he ? " 

" Who's he ? " may now be asked of men greater than 
Frederick, or Wellington ; greater, as discoverers, than 
Sir Isaac or Sir Humphrey. . Who built the pyramids ? 
Who ate the first oyster? . But the perception of the 
evanescence of the great names need not wait until forced 
upon the mind by associations like these. No ; a few 
years only have to pass away, and a dark mythological 
gloom comes down like the certain march of night, over 
names and performances exciting the most lively admira- 
tion and interest. 

All our readers are acquainted with Dean Swift's 
humorous dedication to Prince Posterity : — " I had pre- 
pared a copious list of titles to dedicate to your highness^ 
as an undisputed argument of the prolificness of human 
genius in my own time : the originals were posted upon 
all the gates and comers of the streets ; but returning in 
a very few hours, to take a review, they were all torn 
down, and fresh ones put in their places. I inquired after 
them, among readers and booksellers, but in vain ; the 
memorial of them was lost among men — their place was. 
no more to be found." 
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V&me is altogetlier a capricious creature. " Guess/* 
says Dr. Southey — " guess, reader, where I once saw a full- 
sized figure of Fame, erect, tiptoe, in the act of springing 
to take flight and soar aloft, her neck extended, her head 
raised, the trumpet at her lips, and her cheeks inflated as 
if about to send forth a blast which the whole city of 
London was to hear ; perhaps thou mayest have seen this 
very figure thyself, and surely if thou hast, thou wilt not 
have forgotten it; it was in the Borough Boad, placed 
above a shop board, which announced that Mr. Somebody 
fitted up water closets upon* a new and altogether im- 
proved principle. But it would be well,'* continues the 
Doctor, "if Fame were never employed in trumpeting 
anything worse." 

Innumerable have been the efforts to bribe oblivion to 
spare the ashes from entire forgetfulness : and, doubtless, 
millions who figured in the great processions of the world, 
imagined themselves safe from the doom of serfdom and 
the more common clay of humanity — ^the knight foremost 
in the list, the scholar most eminent in critical dispute — 
some, by the erection of the almshouse or hospital ; some, 
by the endowment of a college ; some, by the erection of 
a church or the decoration of the altar — ^so many struggles 
have been made to escape from the utter forgetfulness of 
the grave. The written life is another of these efforts — in 
vain ! — impossible ! — or nearly so. 

The ancient schoolmen, for instance, what do we know 
of them? — of Thomas Aquinas, of William Occam, of 
Duns Scotus ? If Salmasius had not written against 
Militon, who by this time had not forgotten his name P 
Yet was his learning prodigious ; and, during a temporary 
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illness, Qneen Cliristina, of Sweden, was his nnrse; she 
prepared his caudles, and mended his fire. Peiresk, who 
was ''regarded as holding the helm of learning;" Dn 
Bartas, the most successful and popular European poet of 
his age ; and Cowley, and Donne — ^how seldom now do we 
hear their names mentioned ? Well and truly does rare 
old Sir Thomas Browne say, " Oblivion blindly scattereth 
her poppy, and deals with the memory of men without 
distinction to merit of perpetuity. Who can but pity the 
founder of the Pyramids ? Herostratus lives that burnt 
the temple of Diana — ^he is almost lost that built it ; time 
hath spared the epitaph of Adrian's horse — confounded 
that of himself. Who knows whether the best of men 
be known? or, whether there be not more remarkable 
persons forgot than any that stand remembered in the 
known account of time ? Oblivion is not to be hired ; the 
greater part must be content to be as though they had not 
been — to be found in the registry of God, not in the record 
of man. There is nothing strictly immortal but immor- 
tality ! But man is a noble animal — splendid in ashes, 
and pompous in the grave; solemnizing nativities and 
deaths, with equal lustre ; nor omitting the ceremonies of 
bravery in the infamy of his nature." 

Biography presents many instances for the consolation 
of those who seem likely to be left behind by their sheer 
stupidity in the race of life. The history of young Dancy 
is very interesting and instructive. Idebig was distin- 
guished at school as "a booby," the only talent cultivated 
in Grerman schools being verbal memory. On one occasion, 
being sneeringly asked by the master of the school what 
he proposed to become, since he was so bad a scholar, and 
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answering he wotild be a cliemist, tlie whole school burst 
into a laugh of derision. Many years after Liebig saw his 
old schoolmaster, who feelingly lamented his former 

4 

blindness. The only boy in the same school who ever 
disputed with Liebig the station of booby was one who 
could never learn his lesson by heart, but was continually 
composing music, and writing it down by stealth in 
school. This same individual Liebig lately found in 
Vienna, distinguished as a composer, and conductor of 
the Imperial Opera House. His name is Beuling. It is 
to be hoped that a more rational system of school instruc- 
tion is now gaining ground. Can anything be more 
absurd and detestable than a system which made Walter 
Scott and Justus Liebig "boobies" at school, and so 
efEectuaUy concealed their natural talents, that, for ex- 
ample, Liebig was often lectured before the whole school 
on his being sure to cause misery and broken hearts to his 
parents, while he was aU the time conscious, as the above 
anecdote proves, of the possession of talents similar in 
kind to those he has since displayed ? 

And biography is the chronicle of goodness, — the history 
of the lovely and the beautiful — the assurance of the 
certainty of something better than we are. Since men 
like ourselves, bom of human parents, and filled with 
human passions, have been able to attain to that height, 
the lives of the eminently holy, and brave, and truly 
Christian and heroic men, are like a pathway descried 
above us in our way up the difficult hill ; and these lives 
are like voices, saying to us, " This is the way, walk ye in 
it." We feel inclined to make a long extract here, from 
the life of an eminently lovely man. Sir Stamford Baffles. 
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Let as note tlie following pages from his life by his 
widow : — 

''The conscionsness of being beloved is a delightfal, 
happy feeling, and Sir Stamford Baffles acknowledged, 
with thankfulness, at this time, that every wish of his 
heart was gratified. Unintermpted health had prevailed 
in his family ; his children were his pride and dehght, 
and they had already imbibed from him the taste for 
natural history which he so delighted to cultivate. This 
will not be wondered at when it is added that two young 
tigers and a bear were for some time in the children's 
apartments, under the charge of their attendant, without 
being confined in cages; and it was a curious scene to 
see the children, the bear, and the tigers, a blue mountain- 
bird, and a favourite cat, all playing together, the parrot's 
beak being the only object of dread to all the party. 

" Perhaps few people in a public station led so simple 
a life. He rose early, and delighted in driving into the 
villages, inspecting the plantations, and encouraging the 
industry of the people. He always had his children with 
him as he went from one pursuit to another, superin- 
tending the draughtsmen— of whom he had always five or 
six engaged on subjects of natural history— or visiting 
the extraordinary collection of animals which were 
always domesticating in the house. He seldom dined 
alone, considering the settlement as a family, of which 
he was the head, and the evening was spent in reading, 
music, and conversation : he never had any game of 
amusement in his house. 

*' Amidst these numerous sources of enjoyment, how- 
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ever, He never forgot that the scene was too bright to 
continue unclonded, and often gentlj warned his wife 
not to expect to retain all the blessings Ood in His 
bounty had heaped upon them at this time, but to feel 
that such happiness, once enjojed,' ought to shed a bright 
ray over the future, however dark and trying it might 
become. After three years of uninterrupted health and 
happiness, a sad reverse took place — the blessings most 
prized were withdrawn; the child most dear to the 
father's heart, whose brightness and beauty were his 
pride and happiness, expired, after a few hours' illness, 
and from this time until his return to England sickness 
and death prevailed in his family ; but God's Holy Spirit 
enabled him to receive these afflictions with meekness, 
and to feel that they were trials of faith, not judgments 
of anger. 

'* Of this child Sir Stamford Baffles frequently speaks 
in his letters, in such terms as the following: — ^Had 
this dear boy been such as we usually meet with in this 
world, time would, ere this, have reconciled us to the 
loss; but such a child! Hod you but seen him, and 
known him, you must have doted ; his beauty and intel- 
ligence were so far above those of other children of the 
same age, that he shone among them as a sun, enliven- 
ing and enlightening everything around him.' " 

As an example of the character and feeling of the 

natives. Lady Raffles relates, that when she was almost 

overwhelmed with grief for the loss of their favourite 

child — unable to bear the sight of her other children — 

unable to bear even the light of the day — humbled upon 

her couch with a feeling of misery, — she was addressed 

18 
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hj a poor, ignorant native woman, of the lowest class 
(who had been employed about the nursery), in terms of 
reproach not to be forgotten — '* I am come because you 
have been shut up many days in a dark room, and no one 
dares to come near you. Are you not ashamed to grieve 
in this manner, when you ought to be thanking Grod for 
having given you the most beautiful child that ever was 
seen ? Were you not the envy of everybody P Did 
anyone ever see him, or speak of him, without admiring 
him P and instead of letting this child continue in this 
world, till he should be worn out with trouble and 
fiorrow, has not G-od taken him to heaven in aU his 
beauty P What would you have moreP For shame! 
Leave ofE weeping, and let me open a window." 

In subsequent letters, Sir Stamford says — " We have 
this morning buried our beloved Charlotte ; poor Marsden 
was carried to the grave not ten days before. Within the 
last six months we have lost our thi*ee eldest children ; 
judge what must be our distress. We have now only 
one child left. We were, perhaps, too happy, too proud 
of our blessings ; and if we had not received this severe 
•check, we nught not sufficiently have felt and known 
the necessity of a hereafter. The Lord's will be done, 
and we are satisfied.'' 

When his public duties permitted Sir Stamford Baffles 
to return to England, which had become absolutely neces- 
sary for his health, he embarked on board the Fame, the 
unfortunate fate of which is described in the following 
letter : — 

" We embarked on the 2nd of February, 1824i, in the 
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Fame, and sailed at daylight for England with a fair 
wind, and every prospect of a quick and comfortable 
passage. The ship was everything we could wish ; and, 
haying closed my charge at Bencoolen, much to my satis- 
faction, it was one of the happiest days of my life. We 
were, perhaps, too happy, for in the evening came a sad 
reverse. Lady Baffles had just gone to bed, and I had 
thrown ofE half my clothes, when a cry of * Fire ! fire !' 
roused us from our calm content, and in five minutes the 
whole ship was in flames. I found that the fire had its 
origin immediatoly under our cabin. ^Down with the 
boats.' 'Lower Lady Eaffles.' 'Give her to me,' says 
one. ' I'll take her,' says the captain. * Throw the gun- 
powder overboard.' * It cannot be got at ; it is in the 
magazine, close to the fire.' ' Push off ! push ofE ! stand 
clear of the after-part of the ship.' 

"All this passed much quicker than I can write it. 
We pushed ofE, and as we did so, the flames burst out of 
our cabin window, and the whole of the after-part of the 
ship was on fire. We hailed the boat which pushed 
off from the other side — * Have you all on board ?' * Yes ; 
all save one.' * Who is he ?' ' Johnson, sick in his cot.* 
' Can we save him ?' * No ; impossible ! ' At this 
moment, the poor fellow, scorched, I imagine, by the 
flames, roared out most lustily, having run upon deck. 
The captain pulled under the bowsprit of the ship, and 
picked the poor fellow up. The alarm was given at 
about twenty minutes past eight; there was not a soul 
on board at half-past eight, and in less than ten minutes 
after she was one grand mass of fire, the masts and 

sails in a blaze, and rocking too and fro, threatening to 
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fall in an instant. ' There goes her mizen-mast I pull 
away, my boys; there goes the gunpowder! Thank 
God ! thank God ! ' 

" To make the best of onr misfortone, we availed our- 
selves of the light from the ship to steer our course to the 
shore. She continued to bum till midnight, when the 
saltpetre which she had on board took fire, and sent up a 
brilliant and splendid flame, illuminating the horizon for 
fifty miles round, and casting that kind of blue light over 
us which is, of all others, most horrible. 

'* About eight or nine in the morning, we saw a ship 
standing out to us from the roads, and here, certainly, 
came a minister of Providence, in the character of a 
minister of the Gospel, for the first person I recognised 
was one of our missionaries. When we landed, and drove 
back to our former home, no words can do justice to the 
feeling, sympathy, and kindness, with which we were 
hailed ; there was not a dry eye around us, and loud was 
the cry of * God be praised ! ' 

" The loss I have to regret beyond all is the whole of 
my drawings, between two and three thousand, all my 
collections, descriptions, and papers of every kind, and, 
to conclude, I will merely notice that there was scarce an 
unknown animal, bird, beast, or fish, or an interesting 
plant, that we had not on board. All, all has perished ; 
but, thank God, our lives have been spared, and we do not 
repine." 

The morning after the loss of all that he had been 
collecting for so many years. Sir Stamford recommenced 
sketching his large map of Sumatra, set all his draughts- 
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men to work in making new drawings, despatcHed a 
number of people into the forests to collect more animals, 
and neither murmur nor lamentation ever escaped his 
lips ; on the contrary, on the following Sabbath he 
publicly returned thanks to Almighty God, for having 
preserved the lives of those who had been in such immi- 
nent danger. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

■ 

THE SOMAXCE OF dBGUMSTANTUL EYIDENCS. 

One of the most considerable pages in the romance of 
biography is the well worked and indelible page of cir- 
cumstantial evidence. With the comparative abolition 
of capital punishment — for thns we may speak of it now, 
compared to what it once was on the statate-book — the 
interest in the matter of circumstantial evidence has very 
greatly subsided ; still there must always be an interest 
felt in incidents, often so untoward and strange, as those 
which have led to convictions on evidence of this kind. 
Volumes might be filled with startling incidents from the 
history of English, French, and German judicial proceed- 
ings. The story of Hester Malpas is well-known, and one 
of the most affecting. Hester was a young, innocent, 
beautiful girl ; her parents had fallen into poverty, and 
she had been adopted by an elderly aunt. Hester had a 
lover, Frank Horton, to whom she was tenderly attached. 
She met him repeatedly. Her aunt discovered the* clan- 
destine correspondence, and severely and peremptorily 
forbade it. This aunt, not unlike many of the characters 
of that time, was apparently a severe old lady. One 
Sunday evening this relative harshly desired Hester to go 
to church, accompanied by the servant. On the way, how- 
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ever, she met her lover, and a sad scene ensued. He told 
her that he was sorry for ^he trouble he had caused her, 
and said it was his last interview, as he was about to go to 
seek his fortunes in America. The interview lasted until 
the church service was nearly over ; then Hester returned 
with her lover, and admitted herself and him through the 
back door, of which she had the key. A neighbour, an 
acquaintance of her aunt's, called shortly afterwards on 
the way from church, for the purpose of remonstrating 
with the aunt on her supposed severity to Hester [in keep- 
ing her in ; but knocking at the door, could not obtain 
admission. Hester hitherto had not been up into the 
sitting-room. While the visitor was waiting at the door, 
up came the servant, who was probably conniving at the 
correspondence between Hester and her lover. The 
servant at once obtained entrance for both by means of 
a latch-key ; she opened the parlour-door to introduce the 
visitor, and found her mistress lying on the floor, her skull 
fractured, dead. Hester was called to come in ; she said, 
" No, no, not yet ; I cannot bear it." The parlour window 
was open, but there were no traces of footsteps outside 
on the flower-plot ; only portable articles were stolen 
—spoons, the old lady's watch, and such monies as 
could be f oimd in the house. Everything was thought to 
combine to criminate Hester, and yet the evidence seemed 
suf&ciently inconclusive, for nothing more was alleged 
than her clandestine correspondence, in every other par- 
ticular perfectly innocent, with het lover. The lost pro- 
perty was never discovered, but Hester was tried, con- 
victed, and executed. The most beautiful lives were very 
cheap in those days. Twelve months passed away. The 
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parents of Hester were rich now, for they liad all the pro- 
perty of the murdered old lady. They had only this 
thick, heavy cloTid of trouble upon them. Within twelve 
months the newspapers gave an account of the execution 
of a Jew, a watchmaker, for burglary. Before his execu- 
tion he made confession of his many crimes, and, in addi- 
tion to others, of his murder of Mrs. Malpas, Hester's 
aunt. He had entered the parlour window, which was 
open, by means of a plank resting on the garden railings, 
and thus no footsteps were left to indicate his passage. 
He found the old lady reading, as was her custom, her 
Prayer-book, and with one blow he felled and killed her. 
Poor Hester's memory was cleared, but the young heart, 
with all its natural human instincts of love, had ceased 
to beat, and no discovery could do justice to her. 

The only difficulty in this chapter is in selection, for 
the cases are so numerous and so curiously remarkable. 
The jury which condemned Hester Malpas must have 
been thoughtless, unreasonable, and very easily satisfied. 
But there are other instances in which circumstantial 
evidence seemed miraculously conclusive ; such as the 
tolerably well-remembered instance of Brunell the inn- 
keeper. A gentleman on his way to Hull, in 1742, was 
robbed, by a masked highwayman, of twenty guineas ; the 
robbery accomplished, the highwayman rode ofE on 
another road, and left the gentleman to pursue his 
journey. But he was shaken, and only proceeded two 
miles further, determining to stop at the Bell Inn for the 
night. It was kept by a very respectable man, one James 
Brunell. Of course the gentleman immediately told the 
story of the robbery, but said that as all the gold was 
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marked, this perliaps would be a cine leading to the 
detection of the robber. In the course of the evening 
Mr. Bmnell came into the room of his guest, and very 
naturally inquired after his comfort, condoled with him 
on the loss of his property, and concluded by expressing 
his convictions and his fears that he could point out the 
criminal. He went on to say that his suspicions had 
fallen on one of his own waiters, who had lately made a 
considerable show of the possession of money, and whom 
he was about to discharge from a conviction of his 
dishonesty. That very evening he had sent out this man, 
John Jennings, to change a guinea. He had returned, 
subsequently to the arrival of the traveller at the Bell, 
intoxicated, and stating that he had been unable to 
procure change. He, Mr. Brunell, had been struck by 
the idea that the guinea returned to him by Jennings wm 
not the same g^uinea he had given to him to get change. 
He had sent Jennings to bed, and to satisfy himself ex- 
amined the guinea, and observed upon it a pectdiar mark. 
However, this circumstance did not at the time occasion 
him any particular anxiety, for Jennings frequently had 
gold in his possession, and Brunell had shortly afterwards 
paid away the marked coin handed to him by Jennings to 
a person who resided at a distance, and who had left to go 
home. But since then he had heard of the robbery from 
some other person in the room who had listened to 
the narrative given by the traveller. From the cir- 
cumstance of hearing that all the gold had been marked, 
he thought it best to come and mention what had passed, 
and to take steps, if possible, to discover the guilty party. 
The traveller received the story, and the landlord's 
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offered assistance. It was agreed that they should both 
go softly np to Jennings' room, take advantage of the 
sound sleep into which intoxication had thrown him, and 
search amongst his clothes. This was done, and from one 
of his pockets was drawn a purse — ^the stolen purse — 
containing nineteen guineas, each marked in a manner 
which the traveller. at once recognised. Jennings was 
immediately aroused, and charged with the robbery. 
This he firmly and positively denied ; but in the presence 
of such evidence, what was his denial worth ? He was 
brought to trial; his master deposed in evidence the 
narrative which he had related to the traveller on the 
evening of the robbery ; the man to whom he had paid 
away the guinea handed back by Jennings was produced, 
and in turn he produced the guinea in question, which the 
prosecutor identified as one of the twenty. Of what avail 
were all protestations in the presence of such an array of 
circumstances? The accused was found guilty and 
executed, declaring with his dying breath his innocence 
of the crime which had been laid to his charge. Within 
one year his innocence was established ; but it was too 
late to repair the injustice. Brunell, Jennings' master, 
was taken up for a robbery committed on one of the 
guests in his own house. Upon his trial the fact was 
proved against him, and he was convicted and ordered for 
execution. The fear of death brought penitence, and this 
produced confession. He acknowledged himself guilty of 
many robberies committed during the last several years, 
but especially of that one for which poor Jennings had 
been hung. We can scarcely blame the jury for their 
verdict, the evidence seemed so coherent and conclusive. 
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They brought in Jennings guilty without even leaving 
the court. Of course this could not have been, but for 
the wickedness of Brunell. The account he gave was, 
that he arrived at home, by a nearer way and swifter 
riding, sometime before the gentleman ^ot in who had 
been robbed ; he found a man at home waiting, to whom 
he owed a little bill, and, not having quite enough loose 
money in his pocket, he *took out of the purse one 
guinea from the twenty of which he had just got pos- 
session. This he paid, and the man went his way. 
Presently came in the robbed gentleman, who, while 
Brunell was in the stables, told his tale as before related 
by the inn fire. But the gentleman had left the room 
before Brunell entered it; and then the innkeeper, 
thunderstruck, heard the circumstance of the marked 
guineas. He had paid one of them away, and he did not 
dare apply for it again, as the affair of the robbery and 
the marked guineas would soon be publicly known. 
Disgrace and ruin appeared inevitable ; the only way of 
escape was to sacrifice Jennings, and this he did, as the 
reader knows. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE FOKCE OF A FIXED IDEA. 

In the classification of lives we shall not i&H to give an 
important place to those persons who have staked their 
existence upon an idea. Such men are important, and worth 
attentive study, whether they have won or lost in the 
great game they were playing. This is the best definition, 
perhaps, that can be given of that self-centred energy, 
that calm and vivid glance at things in their manifold re- 
lations to life, which we notice in the enthusiastic cha- 
racter, and how much of the most important work in the 
world, whether good or evil, has resulted from these in- 
ternal impulses — from men who viewed everything in 
relation to their own idea, and remorselessly swept away 
every obstacle to the triumph of that idea. There have 
been many varieties of these men. Some of them pos- 
sessed the power of absorbing and making tributary to 
them every person and every thought ; others, on the con- 
trary, reject every person, every leader, unless squaring 
with their own darling idea. Some hold an idea in their 
breast in a kind of reserve — they never reveal it ; it bums 
within them, it injures them, their passionate determina- 
tion increases in intensity in the very degree in which ifc 
is unrevealed, it consumes them with its fervid heat. 
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Great revoltLtions are the platforms upon which to see 
these varied characters, and they fnmish magnificent 
stndies to those who desire to read the history of the 
human mind. No man is so truly unselfish as he who 
lives to publish and perpetuate his thought. The French 
and the English revolutions gave birth to many such 
men ; but there are two especially worthy of note in 
France. 

Robespierre has seldom been understood, perhaps has 
never been regarded from the true point of vision ; it is 
not easy to pronounce immediately upon a life like this. 
Warriors attain the end of their ambition on the field of 
indiscriminate slaughter. This man sought to attain the 
triumph of his political faith by shearing away all oppo- 
sition advanced to it in the Senate. The annals of 
biography do not furnish another life apparently so re- 
markable in its contradictions. In those tall but most 
simple rooms in the house in the Bue St. Honore, for 
years this man led a frugal and moat virtuous life. You 
see nothing of the bluster of the charlatan, nothing of the 
vanity of the demagogue, nothing of the anxiety of the 
ambitious. In a round of humble occupations his life 
passes on ; frugality and abstemiousness always charac- 
terise him — frugality alike at the table, in his pleasures, 
in his friendships ; the prudence of a beautiful and simple 
life presided over all that he did. Nor did this ever vary 
when he rose to be the tyrant of opinion. While from his 
lips passed verdicts, appalling all hearts in France and 
throughout the civilised world ; while his pen was rapidly 
signing dooms, consigning now the greatest and now the 
least of the children of humanity to the scaffold — king, 
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queen, orator, statesman, citizen, matron and maid ; wliile 
the form of the man rises before ns reeking with the blood 
of L'Abbage, — ^we are yet perfectly puzzled in our attempt 
to pronounce a decision upon him. It is difficult, indeed, 
to pronounce him a cruel and sanguinary monster when 
we see him, in the very plentitude of his power, sitting in 
the little family parlour, talking with his betrothed wife, 
whom he does not dare yet to marry, from the unsettled 
state of the nation. The sister of that betrothed lives 
still, and holds the memory of Kobespierre in homage, 
utterly unable to comprehend the curses heaped upon the 
memory of one to her, apparently, so estimable, virtuous, 
and kind. 

Is there any solution to this mystery of character ? And 
shall we not find it in the unyielding faithfulness to his 
idea ? To judge a man justly, accurately to understand 
his motives, or to attempt to do so, does not suppose, 
therefore, an extenuation of his errors and his crimes. 
This man could not absorb into his theory all men and 
their thoughts ; he, therefore, as we said, remorselessly 
sheared them away. Boasting of his efforts for the liberty 
of the people, he subjected them, with himself, to the 
despotic cruelty of a tyrant idea. 

We have sometimes thought that the character of 
Robespierre may be in some degi-ee better comprehended 
by reading it side by side with that of a much better, if 
not a much greater, man — ^we mean Sir Harry Vane. It 
has very frequently appeared to us that that great man 
Would willingly have sacrificed all in^ order to have esta- 
blished his own idea. He was desirous of conferring 
upon the people blessings they could not comprehend, 
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and enfrancliising them with a liberty they did not desire. 
Of all the men who lived and acted in the period of the 
English revolntion, not one had such Inminous and en- 
larged conyictions, not one was more faithful to them ; 
yet the predominancy of those convictions would have 
plunged England into anarchy, and have made the Senate 
the scene of transactions resembling the contests of the 
Girondists and Montagnards. We sometimes know a 
character more perfectly by comparing it with its like, 
after the manner of old Plutarch, and the association of 
two names seemingly so opposite as those of the '* sea- 
green Robespierre," and the murdered Vane, is from no 
want of veneration to that high-minded patriot, but be- 
cause he, too, illustrates the potency of the life of ideas 
in the mind — ^he, too, has been cruelly misrepresented 
and misunderstood; and although the cruelty and the 
cowardice attributed to the Frenchman were strangers 
to the English heart, we see in his character that which 
might have given a similar remorselessness to the tyrant 
idea. 

Remorseless ! Why, what is so remorseless as the 
tyranny of an idea burning in the breast, an idea un- 
told, an idea to the realisation of which everything must 
yield — ^to which life, health, wealth, worldly esteem, must 
all bow ? The difficulty is to select, for biography and 
history are full of such strange actors and actions. But 
what do our readers think of the " angel of assassination," 
Charlotte Cordayp From her home in Kormandy she 
beheld in the man, or rather insane demon, Marat, the 
cause of her country's wretchedness and desolation; in 
him all the cruelty and the crime were impersonated. 
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She studied the history of Judith and Jael until it seemed 
to her that heaven called her to strike a blow for her 
country. If anything that can be uttered shall sound 
like the murmur of a plea for Bobespierre, if any exte- 
nuation can be ofEered for him, then the feelings with 
which we regard Charlotte must rise to absolute adora- 
tion. At that time law was dead in France. From 
one end of the kingdom to the other were heard the 
low, stifled sounds of fear or despair. Marat was the 
apostle of wholesale murder. Everything about the man 
was vile, disgusting; yet in him was emblazoned and 
shadowed forth a social system. Robespierre affected 
elegance, Marat afEected dirt. He harangued the people in 
the short jacket of the citizen, his hair greasy and matted 
in locks, his hands thickly begrimed with dirt, his shirt 
thrown open upon his breast, wild in his dress, his eyes 
bloodshot. '* They call us drinkers of blood," said he ; 
" well, let us merit the name by drinking the blood of our 
enemies ; let us slay them upon their benches in the theatre 
of their crimes." Such words from such a figure might 
well lead to the conviction that this was the incarnation 
of anarchy and murder. And he was the impersonated 
genius of fche Revolution ; Robespierre, Danton, all yielded 
to him the tribune in the National Assembly. And when- 
ever he rose to speak, still the cry was, " blood, blood." 
Into Charlotte Corday's mind was borne the idea of tra- 
velling hundreds of miles to murder this man. ** 'S. hoped 
to restore peace to my country," said she. •* Do you, then, 
think that you have assassinated all the Marats ? '* " Since 
he is dead, perhaps the others may tremble." Her mind 
had been inspired by the awful heroes of Plutarch, by the 



THE JOAN dP ABC OP THE REYOLUTION. 289 

tenderness of Bonssean, and tjie humanity of Baynal ; and 
she determined to ofEer herself a sacrifice for her conntrj. 
She travelled, then, from Caen to Paris. She wrought 
herself up to a chivalric missionary zeal. Her tenderness 
increased upon her progress ; but her whole demeanour 
was solenin. The following is a passage in the Apocrypha, 
in an old Bible: "Judith went forth from the city, 
adorned with a marvellous beauty which the Lord had 
bestowed upon her, to deliver Israel." Charlotte Corday 
reached Paris, purchased there a knife, procured entrance 
to Marat, and struck him with it to the heart. Of course, 
she expiated her offence on the scaffold. The insane mob 
would gladly have torn her to pieces for the slaughter of 
their favourite. 

When the state of France at that time is remembered — 
when the character of Marat is remembered— Charlotte 
Corday must be regarded as the Joan of Arc of the Bevo- 
lution. She was inspired by an idea. She imagined her- 
self called, like a Hebrew maiden or matron, to avenge, 
not her king merely, but her country. The sentiments 
she held were shared with her by the intelligence of Nor- 
mandy. The majority of the citizens there desired not 
the death of the king ; and they held the deeds of the 
Mountain — ^the faction opposed to the Q-irondists, but the 
leading and moat democratic party — in abhorrence. This 
young lady was the granddaughter of no less a person 
than Comeille, the great master of French tragedy. It is 
saying little to assert that her whole deportment was 
worthy of the most magnificent conceptions of the tra- 
gedian. Such are not the actions likely to result from 
the study of Christianity. But her conduct was a com- 
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bination of Boman fortitude and Grecian grace. Slie was 
snstamed throngliout by ber ideas ; no one person appears 
to have shared ber confidence — all went on witbin. We 
cannot charge with madness a person acting witb sncb 
method for sncb an end. There can be no doubt that tbe 
maiden committed a grave mistake — she met brutality hj 
brutality. But the higher, nobler Gospel had been but 
little preached or known. Tried by pagan standards, by 
the virtue of the land of the Ceosars and the Gatos, or the 
Leonidas, she transcends in heroic status and dignity, and 
soars above them all. 

Poor girl ! she staked a whole life— she staked ber aU — 
upon an idea ; it was but a throw for the stake so precious 
— and she lost. Yet this is the characteristic of aU true 
greatness ; this is the soul of all action — ^faith in an idea. 

" What I admire," said Turgot, " in Christopher 
Columbus, is, not that he discovered the New World, but 
that he went to look for it on the faith of an idea." 

The great mind has faith in its convictions, and follows 
the light of its convictions, and then it also knows 
what to reject as well as what to accept ; the great spirit 
is a discerning spirit. Charlotte Corday fell into the error 
of strong individualities — the supposition that one could 
do the work of all. Her arm fell for judgment upon the 
murderous social anarchist and bandit ; but that was all. 
She forgot that the nation which could tolerate in its 
councils such a fiend, was worthy of such a councillor. 
But the idea haunted her ; youth, beauty, love, learning, 
fame, life — ^that idea claimed them all. It possessed 
her mind— it enchanted her life — the idea of liberating 
her country from the fangs of such a beast; of giving 
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herself to be torn to pieces now, bnt to be bononred as a 
liberator in distant centuries. And so young ! — twenty 
years of age. 

Great revolutions give birth to sublime spectacles, 
and the French Eevolution produced many ; but none 
more sublime than this youthful beauty upon the 
tumbril, her arms bound behind her, the waves of her 
hair flying in the wind, receiving, in her own mind, her 
obsequies as a triumph. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

ANICDOTAL BIOGEAPHT. 

Some biograpliies are pictorial ; their interest consists 
alone in the minute painting of the costume and the 
manners of the writer's time. This is usually na.ore 
graphic than in the narrations of more general history ; 
the incidents are trifling, and in the main all-unimportant 
to any general end, but they are true in the tone of the 
colour, and the works in which they are found inform us 
more accurately of the physiqrie of the times than far 
better books. Such books, perhaps, are neither truly 
history nor biography, but the description of the folds of 
the drapery of history. The diary of that twaddling old 
gossiper, Pepys, is thus most valuable. For this man we 
can have no kind of respect ; but he sets down the cir- 
cumstances of the events as they transpire with marvel- 
lously clear and accurate detail. He keeps no diary of 
thought, but simply puts down what he sees ; he utters 
no feelings, but in a word or two introduces us to the 
scenery of both the out-of-doors and in-doors life of the 
time. And so the " Memoirs of the Count de Ghrammont," 
loose and adulterate as they are, have this excellence, that 
without any attempt at colouring, without any labouring 
for efEect, but simply by the introduction of anecdote and 
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the plam narration of fact, they give to us a far more 
painful view of the grossness of the Court, and the 
manners of the nobility of the time of Charles II., than 
could ever be conveyed from the merely so-called history. 
All that a man puts down, and says, *' I saw," is life- 
writing, biography. The chronicles of Froissart and 
others, therefore, may be thus mentioned; and a very 
opposite book indeed, '* BosweU's Life of Johnson," is not 
only valuable as giving us a very full and striking portrait 
of a great man— perhaps the most full-length portrait of 
any man — but it is pictorial, too, — ^we have a better idea, 
after reading it, of the life of the time ; we know better 
what they did in BosweU's and Johnson's day than we 
knew before. So says Thomas Carlyle: "This book 
of BosweU's will give us more real insight into the 
history of England, during those days, than twenty other 
books falsely entitled 'Histories,' which take to themselves 
that special aim. The thing I want to see is not E;ed-book 
Lists and Court Calendars and Parliamentary Registers, 
but the life of man in England — what men did, thought, 
suffered, and enjoyed ; the form, especially the spirit, of 
their terrestrial existence, its outward environment, its 
inward principle ; how and what it was, whence it pro- 
ceeded,' whither it was tending." 

' Many a pleasant little romance is bound up in an 
anecdote, a simple anecdote which becomes a perfect reve- 
lation of character. What an insight, for instance, in 
those two little notes between Samuel Foote, the great 
actor and humorist, and his mother. Under one of her 
temporary embarrassments she wrote the following laconic 
epistle to her son : — 
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**Dbae Sam, — I am in prison for debt; come and 
assist your loving mother, " E. Foots." 

To this came the reply : — ^ 

"Dbae Mother, — So am I; which prevents his duty 
being paid to his loving mother by her affectionate son, 

" Sam. Foote." 

In their ambitious attempts to set ofE renowned heroes, 
life-writers have usually forgotten that they are linked to 
us most by the depictment of common sympathies and 
circumstances. The dress of a life is not so important as 
the life itself, but it frequently enables us to understand 
it better ; the description is very often something between 
the reader and an abstraction ; the qualities of men are 
brought home to us by their association with sensible ob- 
jects ; minute touches bring out into fulness the whole 
picture ; many a life, many a history, most valuable in 
itself, is unknown to us, because in the narration there 
was so little concern manifested in matters interesting to 
the simplest tastes. 

An anecdote is very often the best and the most indi- 
cative illustration of a character. Lady Morgan, for 
example, tells a striking story of character in her Inf e of 
Salvator Bosa. An Italian prince paused before a land- 
scape in the great painter's gallery, exclaiming, ^' I am 
strangely tempted to purchase this picture; teU me at 
once its lowest price." " Two hundred scudi," said Sal- 
vator, carelessly. " Two hundred scudi ! that is a price ; 
but we will talk of it another time." The prince took his 
leave, but, bent upon possessing the picture, he returned 
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again before long, inqniring the lowest price. " Three 
hundred scudi," was the sullen answer. " But you are 
joking," said the astonished Prince ; " I must wait till you 
are in a better humour. Adieu, Senor Bosa." The^next 
day brought back the Prince to the painter's gallery. He 
saluted the painter with a jocose air, saying, "Well, 
Senor Amico, how goes the market to-day ? Have the 
prices fallen ? " " Four hundred scudi is the price to- 
day," replied Salvator with affected calmness, and then, 
suddenly giving way to his natural impetuosity, and no 
longer stifling his indignation, he burst forth — " The fact 
is, your excellency would not now obtain the picture 
from me at any price, and yet so little value do I put on 
its merits that I deem it worthy of no better fate than 
this," and, snatching the panel on which it was painted 
from the wall, he flung it to the ground, and with his foot 
broke it into a hundred pieces. A similar story is told of 
Dannekar, the sculptor. 

There is another section, however, of pictorial life- 
Mcriting, to which we may give the name of Household 
Biography. It is anecdotal ; it is confined to some little 
incident, it may be, but it lightens the history of some- 
thing very much beloved by us — shows to us the origin of 
some beautiful, long-living thought. Perhaps all that 
can be said about some person may be condensed in 
a few lines ; but then those few words offer to us the 
solution of a doubt, or paint vividly some ancient man- 
ners, or preserve, as in a museum, the lineaments of 
a dear, old, departed day. This is the principal interest 
of anecdote, which is a kind of biography of the most 
pertinent, condensed, and instructive character. Every 
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reader knows how frequently, from a simple saying, or 
hint, or some very short description, a fax more ex- 
tended conception may be formed of a life, than is 
frequently to be obtained from the most yoluminoiLS 
biography. A single ray illmninates a dark chamber, and 
a single remark will sometimes ponr a flood of light 
throngh a whole lifetiine. An incident, too, sometimes 
shines before ns with an unaffected prettiness ; there is so 
much reality about it that it charms us, and adds an 
additional interest to what was already interesting. The 
following may be cited as an illustrative instance : — 

Mr. Shepherd, the respectable and well-informed con- 
servator of the Botanical Grardens at Liverpool, gives 
the following account of the introduction of that elegant 
little flowering shrub, the fuchsia, into our English green- 
houses and parlour windows. Old Mr. Lee, a nurseryman 
and gardener, near London, well known flfty or sixty 
years ago, was one day showing his variegated treasures 
to a friend, who suddenly turned to him and declared, 
'* Well, you have not in your collection a prettier flower 
than I saw this morning at Wapping." 

** No ? and pray what was this Phoenix like ? '* 

" Why, the plant was elegant, and the flowers hung in. 
rows, like tassels, from the pendant branches ; their colour 
the richest crimson, in the centre a fold of deep purple ;" 
and so forth. 

Particular directions being demanded and given, Mr. 
Lee posted off to Wapping, when he at once perceived 
that the plant was new in this part of the world. He 
saw and admired. Entering the house, he said: "My 
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good woman, this is a nice plant ; I slionld like to bny 
it." 

'* I could not sell it for no money, for it was brought 
me from the West Indies by my husband, who has now 
left again, and I must keep it for his sake." 

" But I must have it." 

" No, sir." 

" Here," emptying his pocket — " here are gold, silver, 
and copper" (this stock was something more than eight 
guineas). 

" Well-a-day ! but this is a power of money, sure and 
sure." 

'^ 'Tis yours, and the plant is mine ; and, my good dame, 
you shall have one of the first young ones I rear, to keep 
for your husband's sake." 

" Alack, alack ! " 

** You shall, I say, by Jove ! " 

A coach was called, in which was safely deposited our 
florist and his seemingly dear purchase. His first work 
was to pull off, and utterly destroy, every vestige of 
blossom and bud; it was divided into cuttings, which 
were forced in bark beds and hot beds, and were after- 
wards redivided and subdivided. Every effort was used to 
multiply the plant. By the commencement of the next 
flowering season, Mr. Lee was the delighted possessor of 
three hundred fuchsia plants, all giving promise of 
blossom. The two which opened first were removed into 
his show-house. A lady came : — 

" Why, Mr. Lee, my dear Mr. Lee, where did you get 
this charming flower ? " 

" Hem ! 'tis a new thing, my lady — pretty, is it not ? " 
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"Pretty! 'tis beautiful ! Its price?" 

" A guinea — ^thank your ladyship ; " and one of the two 
plants stood proudly in her ladyship's boudoir. 

** My dear Charlotte, where did you get ? " — Ac., &c- 

'* Oh ! 'tis a new thing ; I saw it at old Lee's ; pretty, 
is it not ? " 

"Pretty! 'tis beautiful ! Its price?" 

"A guinea ; there was another left." 

The visitor's horses smoked off to the suburb ; a third 
flowering plant stood on the spot whence the first had 
been taken. The second guinea was paid, and the second 
chosen fuchsia adorned the drawing-room of her second 
ladyship. The scene was repeated, as new comers saw, 
and were attracted by the beauty of the plant. New 
chariots flew to the gates of old Lee's nursery ground. 
Two fuchsias, young, graceful, and bursting into healthy 
flower, were constantly seen on the same spot in his 
repository. 

He neglected not to gladden the faithful sailor's wife 
by the promised gift ; but, ere the flowering season closed, 
three hundred golden guineas chinked in his purse, the 
produce of the single shrub of the woman of Wapping — 
the reward of the taste, decision, skill, and perseverance 
of old Mr. Lee. 

Such as these, if pretty and somewhat romantic, are 
playful lights along the bye-ways of life. Anecdotes 
are often the most entertaining and startling parts of 
a human story, and they suggest new, if sometimes very 
ludicrous, lights. A man of fashion traveUing in Spain 
was shown over the Escurial, and the stupendous convent 
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of St. Jerome ; the Prior told him that this building was 
erected in consequence of a vow made by Philip at the 
battle of St. Quentin, in case he became victorious. 
"What an immense edifice," exclaimed the traveller; 
" the king must have been in a great fright ! " The re- 
flection seems new, but probably it really represents 
exactly the state of his majesty's mind at the time. 

What cannot art and industry perform? how many 
beautiful romances gather round the stories of great 
discoveries and inventions. It is said necessity is the 
mother of invention; but there must be a will, and 
penetrating wit, too, for the father. The story of 
Palissy, the potter, is now well known — ^all his strifes 
and trials. The story of the invention of cushion lace is 
not so well known, nor the name of Barbara Uttman. 
She would seem to have been the brave and tender wife 
of a miner in Saxony, and her husband was out of work 
in the wiuter of 1564. Even in that old time- she had 
often attempted to help her little family by embroidering 
muslin veils, and her taste and touch were so delicate 
that she had already found purchasers amongst some 
of the noble ladies of her neighbourhood; but one day 
she, after much extra toil, took a very beautiful piece of 
work to a lady of one of the great castles to which she 
had walked several weary miles, the lady discouraged her. 
She said, *^ Ah, Barbara, if you could work anything like 
this I would purchase it from you at any price." It was a 
piece of rich Brussels point lace. Poor Barbara had never 
seen anything like it before, and she examined it very 
closely and carefully. Barbara must have been a very 
clever woman, and her husband must have been a kind. 
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patient, helpful man. In tlie course of her walk home she 
had matured her thoughts ;. her husband was waiting for 
her, and she said, " Now, husband, I shall want you to 
help me." She set him to work to procure a dozen nice 
round sticks, while she made, meantime, a hard, round 
cushion; this was done before they went to rest that 
night. The next day, and the next, and the next, and for 
five days, no one saw much of her ; on the fifth day, with 
pride she showed her work to her husband — a piece of 
work done on her cushion. She believed that she had 
discovered the method by which point lace was manufac- 
tured. Barbara had done more, much more; she had 
invented a new article of equal beauty and greater 
utility — she had invented what is now so well known 
as cushion or bone lace. It soon became known, 
and she, unlike most inventors or discoverers, appears 
to have reaped the profits of her own ingenuity 
and industry. She acquired a European reputation ; 
thousands of yards of her rich bordering lace were ordered 
by merchants from every part of Europe. She was 
obliged to employ all the poor girls in the neighbourhood ; 
and at last she was with her husband compelled to remove 
to Dresden. There he became a large exporter, a great 
lace merchant, the merchant of his wife's invention ; and 
Barbara died at a great age surrounded by her grand- 
children, and honoured and beloved. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE USES OF QBEAT MEN. 

The stady of the uses of great men has led to some con- 
clusions with which we have no sympathy. In a clever 
article in the Foreign Qua/rterly Review some years since, 
we were told, " A great man is a result, and not a cause ; 
he is created, if we may so speak, by the spirit of the age 
which he embodies and represents. But on this subject 
we cannot do better than quote the words of Victor 
Cousin : — * A great man, whatever may be the kind of 
his greatness, whatever the epoch of the world in which 
he makes his appearance, comes to represent an idea, such 
an idea, and not any other idea, at the precise time when 
that idea is worth representing, and neither before it or 
after it ; consequently he appears when he ought to 
appear, and he disappears ^hen nothing is left for him 
to do ; he is bom and he dies in due season. When 
nothing great is to be done the existence of a great 
man is impossible. In fact, what is a great man ? He 
is the representative of a power not his own; for all 
power merely individual is pitiful, and no man yields to 
another man : he yields only to the representative of a 
general power. When, therefore, no such general power 
exists, or when it exists no longer, when it fails or falls 
into decay, what strength can its representative possess ? 
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Hence, also, no human power can cause a great man to be 
bom or die before his hour is come; it cannot be dis- 
placed, it can neither be advanced nor put back, for he 
existed only because he had his work to do, and he exists 
no more, only because nothing is left for him to do, and 
to wish to continue his existence would be to wish to con- 
tinue a part which has been acted to the end and ex- 
hausted. A soldier who had seated himself upon a throne 
was once told, " Sire, the education of your son should be 
watched over with great attention ; he must be educated 
so that he may replace you." '' Replace me ! " answered 
he ; "I could not replace myself ; I am the child of cir- 
cumstances." The same man was deeply sensible that the 
power which animated him was not his own ; that it was 
lent him for a specific purpose, and until a certain hour, 
the approach of which he could neither hasten nor retard. 
It is said he was somewhat given to &.talism. You will 
remark that all great men have been more or less 
fatalists; the error is in the form, not at the founda- 
tion of the thought. They feel that, in fact, they do not 
exist on their own account; they possess the conscious- 
ness of an immense power ; #nd, being unable to ascribe 
the honour of it to themselves, they refer it to a higher 
power, which uses them as instruments in accordance with 
its own ends. Kot only are great men given to fatalism, 
they are also addicted to superstitions peculiar to them- 
selves. 'Hence, also, it comes to pass that great men, who 
in action show decision and an admirable ardour, often 
hesitate and slumber before they are roused to action ; the 
sentiment of necessity, the evidence of their mission, must 
strike them forcibly; they seem to feel that until then 
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iihej shonld act on}y as indiyiduals, and that their power 
is not present with them.' " 

This view of matters appears to result from not 
studying closely the various characters of great men. 
We may lay their classifications, certainly, in the sense 
in which Cousin speaks. Neither Columbus, nor Bacon, 
nor Berkeley, nor Plato, nor Milton (as a poet), nor 
Shakespeare, were the result of circumstances ; no, these 
men, we have said, plant the seeds of things, they pro- 
claim their idea, and leave it to leaven the world ; they 
sow their seed, and leave it to bring forth its fruit ; they 
are not often men of action; they consecrate their lives 
to contemplation, invention, and discovery ; they learn to 
labour and to wait ; they are absorbed in one thought — ^it 
is their life, their immortality ; they are the " victims and 
the votaries of the ideal," and shall we make such men 
the result of circumstances? If the world bid ever so 
high for another Homer, or another Dante, or another 
Richter, would the world be nearer the having such a man 
or men P In a sense, yes ; because the universal demand 
would imply the power of reciprocity, and the wonderful 
advance of the race to that point, when such men would 
cease to be so extraordinary as they are now ; but, in the 
true sense, no ; the world would be no nearer the posses- 
sion, whatever they might bid now for their appearance, 
while their advent to us in the infancy of times and 
societies, or in the circle of crude manners, proves how 
little the world, or external circumstances, had to do .with 
the education of their wonderful inner life and being. 

Ordinarily, the lives of these men lack interest ; their 
words are better preserved than their lives ; a few spent 
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their days in action, but they hare nsnally lived in a 
silent land. The mythic age was the day of giants ; con- 
cealed as they are from ns, yet they give intimations of the 
genius as well as the power of their spirits. Indeed, their 
power over men resulted from their height above them ; 
hence, the chieftains and warriors of antiquity were 
legislators — Theseus, in Greece ; Numa, in Borne ; Thor, 
in Saxon Forest ; and Dunwallo, in Britain. Mythology 
speaks to us in hints ; we may safely receive the profile 
and reject the colours. The man, however, who serves 
the world best lives frequently in a hermitage ; he derives 
his wisdom from self-knowledge and communion. We 
know little of Plato, but that little is not interesting from 
its important action; and £[ant, the philosopher of 
Konigsberg, is said never to have been four miles from 
his home in his life ; yet all the philosophers of Europe 
hushed their voices to hear him speak, either in admi- 
ration or curiosity. What do we know of Gilbert, the 
author of the treatise on the magnet ? yet his book had 
results. The great seers are not very noticeable men, for 
they are stationary; occasionally the finger-post walks 
before us, doing as well as pointing. One of these was 
Charlemagne, whose foot-print has not worn out of the 
ground he passed over in Europe yet ; so also Columbus, 
that great, and patient, and hardy sea-king— greater than 
he hath not often been among us ; that patient, earnest 
face, that calm and dignified port, that clear eye and 
much-enduring frame, great in action, great in thought. 
We venerate his magnanimity alike in his glory and 
his gloom. Cadmus, Boger Bacon, Faust— all these 
men were, and still are, to us human pillars of fire — 
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before all men we should certainly call most groat, by 
their invention, their vision, and heroism, illaminating 
the pathway of man through the desert, and premising 
him an entrance into a land of knowledge, and happiness, 
and liberty. 

Our estimate of greatness will be proportioned to our 
emotion of gratitude; we shall yield most homage to 
those from whom we have received most; the world's 
greatest benefactors are surely worthy of the world's 
highest regard; that light is surely the most brilliant 
whose beams penetrate and spread into the most dim 
recesses, and over the largest expanse. 

A second class of great men may be but described as 
adroit. They are the captains of ideas, movements, 
and agitations. They do not originate thought; they 
do not invent, but they harmonise. They use the tools 
far better, perhaps, than the men who invented them. 
To such men the remark of Victor Cousin may well be 
applied — " They are strong, but wary ; they have no 
inkling for the crown of martyrdom ; they seize upon 
the conclusion of minds which have gone before them; 
they interpret the popular will ; — these are the men who 
strike the hour of time." 

** Some men's watches," said Talleyrand, "go a few 
minutes faster than those of other men ; and on those few 
minutes frequently hang the glory or the ruin of an 
Empire or State." Such men are frequently put down as 
absurd theorists, because, as one has said, " they will not 
halt until the boys come up to them ;" they prepare public 
opinion, they diffuse thought abroad ; for what we call 
public opinion depends upon the thinkings and reasonings 
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of the most intelligent of the oommnniiy; and these, 
again, derive their opinions from, the man whose percep- 
tions long since understood the necessities of the times. 
The main qnalitj of their mind is nimbleness ; they plough 
with Samson's heifers ; their strength is neither in depth 
nor in intensity, but in encjclopedicalness, in variety. 
Voltaire was, in an eminent degree, a various man ; his 
knowledge was universal, and his ability to simplify know- 
ledge was commensurate to his attainments. He had 
something to say and do in every region of literature. 
Mirabeau, again, is a fine picture of the adroit man ; this 
fierce and unprincipled being hastened the French Hevolu- 
tion, and he might have retarded it, had he but lived a 
year longer. His father well described him as the " swal- 
lower of all formularies ;" and he, in a single sentence, left 
a full-length character of himself. When he requested his 
secretary to do for him some difficult thing, the secretary 
answered him, ;" Monsieur, it is impossible." '* Impos- 
sible !" replied he, " never name to me that blockhead of a 
word ! " This was the character of the man — an eye 
that did not so much see as absolutely glare tlirough 
the sophistries of men. When he styled the French 
General, " Grandison Cromwell Lafayette," do we not 
feel that every other word would be in vara to convey a 
better idea of the man who sought to combine in one 
heroism and dandyism ? 

Men of this order of mind are born to ride on the whirl- 
wind, if not to direct the storm; the structure of their 
mind does not astonish, does not amaze us ; their perform- 
ances fill us with wonder ; but our sentiments towards 
them are prompted by no profound and awful veneration. 
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It is the doom of spirits of this orddr that their success 
depends upon their unscrupulousness ; they can never 
tolerate silence — ^they must edge themselves or strive 
themselves into power. The life of Napoleon is the life of 
every one of the class — an amazingly enlarged edition, 
with magnificent illustrations, appropriately coloured with 
battle fires and warlike splendours. Great orators, great 
statesmen, great merchants, are all of the same order of 
mind ; vivid speech, vivid vision, and insolent irrepressible 
dogmatism, and as frequently remorseless dishonesty. Is 
there not a likeness between the features of Demosthenes, 
Lorenzo de Medici, Napoleon, and Lord Clive ? The like- 
ness is not empirical ; it is the resemblance of powerful 
and veritable minds, in whose leading characteristics we 
read the elements of character necessary to the subjection 
and triumph over obstacles of all kinds. The enchanters 
who bind nations by their spells would seldom succeed if 
they never did " highly, unless they did holHy." Prophet 
and priest, quiet contemplative natures, would sicken and 
• turn with disgust from what these men would deem the 
legitimate steps to power. 

Some lives are pervaded by this perpetual willing and 
doing ; we cannot select them, — ^they are not exceptions to 
the usual current of the life ; many of the lives published 
very recently are of this kind — those of Sir Fowell 
Buxton, Dr. Arnold, Dr. Channing, WiUiam Allen — ^not 
to mention others ; over the whole of these lives is dif- 
fused a spirit which captivates the readers. It is not so 
much in citations that this healthful affluence of noble- 
mindedness is seen ; it gave a breadth of view, and inde- 
pendence of being, to their whole conduct. The truest 
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lires are ever thus : not the man who does a great thing 
now and then, bnt lie wIlo is perfectly rounded and scnlp« 
tnred in his whole life, is worthy of onr imitation, and 
deserves to have his life recorded. The goodness of some 
men is spasmodic and hysterical ; the goodness of others 
is orderly and consistent. Perhaps the great reason is in 
the sense of dnty, which is the basis of real cluuracter; 
while some are merely the weather-vanes of impulse and 
emotion, a life according to law is ever the same : these 
are the most healthful biographies ; usually in them there 
is nothing eccentric and extravagant ; there is, perhaps, 
no great demand upon our wonder, but the duties of their 
being move, as the ordinances of nature, in silence, and 
with a subdued cheerfulness. In the perusal of such 
books, we do not feel that we are looking at anything 
extraordinary, yet the impression of the whole upon our 
minds is irresistible, and never forgotten. 

The most romantic incidents of biographic writing are 
those which result from the strong and forcible mastery 
of will, giving to the whole life energy and completeness. 
Many lives arre&it us by an incident. One day, in the year 
1697, the Duke of Marlborough happened to be in the 
village of Saardam; he visited the dockyard of one 
Mynheer Calf, a rich shipbuilder. He was immediately 
struck by the appearance of a journeyman at work there ; 
he was a large, powerful man, dressed in a red woollen 
shirt and duck trousers, with a sailor*s hat ; he was sitting 
upon a rough log of wood, with an adze in his hand ; the 
man*s features were bold and regular, and his dark brown 
hair fell in natural curls about his neck ; a keen, quick 
eye, indicated remarkable restlessness. He was engaged 
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in earnest conversation with some strangers, during wHcli 
His face became contorted with the evidences of latent 
passion. The Duke inquired the name of this remark- 
able workman ; it was. Peter Baas, a foreign workman, of 
remarkable mechanical skill and industry. He began to 
converse with him, and, while so engaged, a messenger 
entered, holding a voluminous letter in his hand. Peter 
started up, tore ofE the seal, and hastily devoured the 
contents, while the Duke walked away unnoticed. He 
knew that, in that disguise, he beheld the Emperor of all 
the Eussias — a man who, having just succeeded to the 
throne of a quarter of the globe, had descended from it 
with the noble intention of qualifying himself to ascend 
it again, and from it to enlarge the boundaries of his 
people's civilisation. The history of the world scarcely 
affords another instance of so extraordinary a combination 
of action and will. 

Very few of the princes who have obtained the name of 
great, either in ancient or modem times, can be compared 
to this illustrious, yet almost barbarous man. The very 
incident by which we have introduced him to the reader 
is an illustration of life ; he illustrates the power of the 
mind over the body; he is a cyclop among kings; he 
strides over Europe, like a Titan, marching swiftly from 
place to place, not to conquer, but to learn. Not to 
conquer? Yes, to dig in the mines for the metal, to 
smelt, and forge, and fashion it into a sword with 
which to go forth to the war against ignorance and 
barbarity. Was this man the creature of circum- 
stances? Was this man created by the call and the 
necessity of his people? Did the circumference arouse 
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tbo centre ? or was it the centre that radiated to the cir- 
camference P 

While Louis XIY. was friyolonsly smirking to his own 
image in France, making everywhere a looking-glass for 
his yanitj, and laying the fearful train of fntnre revolu- 
tions; while this man, a prince, not without a will or 
power, was showering his rockets. and his fireworks in 
delectable pleasantry over a gunpowder mine, Peter was 
blowing a trumpet, to sound through future ages, calling 
a nation from a wilderness. He had burst away from 
the bonds whereunto his peers had sought to enslave 
him ; and he determined now to make this savage desert 
a sea-port and harbour for proud ships ; he determined to 
I conquer the cut-throat janissaries, knavish priests, and 
unlettered voyards. 

The impression of his life upon a youth is like that of a 
gymnotic eel. With this prince to think is to will, to 
will is to do. We hear of but little of his designs upon 
the Crimea, until the key of the Palus Mssotis was in his 
possession. How the Dutchmen of the yard of Mynheer 
Calf must have stared at this indefatigable learner, who 
seemed determined to know everything, and, if possible, 
something besides. Those quiet Dutchmen, he roused 
them from their sleeping and their smoking for a time 
with his everlasting " Was ist das ? Das will ich sehen." 
Who was this ? for they did not know him. Harlequin, 
in the disguise of a carpenter, could not have astonished 
them more. Hints, indeed, might fly about that this 
boisterous personage was a foreign prince ; but certainly 
there was little that could strike their imaginations 
(if Dutchmen have imaginations) that resembled the 
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tales heard of princes. This carpenter, with his load 
of timber on his back, knocking down those indis- 
posed to stand out of his way ; with strange contor- 
tions of body and of face, flying from place to place, from 
occupation to occupation, anyone might suppose, for- 
getful of previous lessons, but by-and-by giving evidence 
enough that every lesson was carefully treasured up, to 
be brought forth to interest in his own country, for the 
civilisation of his own people upon his return. His in- 
tellectual appetite, it has been well said; was most 
voracious ; it was ostrich-like, but his digestion was like 
that of the ostrich. In a very short time he perfectly 
mastered the Dutch language, in order that the medium 
for the transmission of knowledge to him from his 
teachers might be complete ; and then he leaped with 
avidity from study to study, yet colouring and giving 
substance to his mind by the peculiarities of each pursuit 
— engineering, mathematics, and the science of fortifi- 
cation ; surgery, with all its accompaniments of bleeding, 
cupping, and tooth-drawing, and tapping for dropsy. 
He was indefatigable in inquiring into the structure of 
every variety of factory and machinery, com-miUs, 
oil-mills, tar-mills, paper-mills. - He took all these 
various methods to his own country, and spread the 
light they contained over the benighted people of his 
own dominions. Before his departure from the yard, 
he laid down, and built, from his own diaught and 
model, a sixty-gun ship, at much of the carpentry of 
which he wrought with his own hands, declared by 
competent judges to be an admirable specimen of naval 
architecture. 
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Of course a man like this upon the throne was not 
likely to be any more a dullard than when in the ship- 
wright's yard. The Princess Sophia headed a revolt; 
he hung up three or four of the rebels in front of her 
window, had another half-dozen hung and quartered, and 
another half-dozen broken on the wheel. He determined 
to civilise the dress of his subjects — the men should not 
wear petticoats and whiskers half a yard long; so he 
established a body of military tailors and barbers at each 
gate of Moscow, heedless of the curses of the priests, who 
denounced him, of course, as Antichrist. He crushed 
Charles XII. at Pultowa ; he annihilated the ecclesias- 
tical power, he raised himself to a most independent 
autocracy, and became not only emperor but pontiff. 
Wonderful, indeed, was the might of this man; strong 
beyond all parallel on the throne, the exercise of his 
willing and his doing halo such a man as this with 
mythic mists; rearer of cities, builder of ships, black- 
smith, carpenter, legislator, warrior, inventor, civiliser — 
and we instantly comprehend how possible it is to wor- 
ship the human in dark ages. He illuminates for us the 
mysteries and myths of antiquity. Bobert Browning, in 
his most extraordinary poem, '* Sordello," which is at once 
romance and philosophy of biography and history, has 
keenly analysed the uses of great men ; especially in the 
instances of Charlemagne and Hildebrand, he has dissected 
the ideal workmen of varying ages : — 
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Beign thy reign 



And serve thy frolic service, Charlemagne ! 

The very child of over-joyousness. 

Unfeeling thence> strong therefore ; strength by stress 

Of strength comes of that forehead confident. 
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A calm as out of just-quelled noise; nor swerves 
For doubt, the ample cheek in gracious curves 
Abutting on the upthrust nether lip : 
He wills, how should he doubt then? " 

And so lie creates out of a sect a soul, and turns a 
multitude into a body until — 

" See him stand 



Buttressed upon his mattock, Hildebrand 

Of the huge brain-mask welded ply o'er ply * 

As in a forge ; it buries either eye 

White and extinct, that stupid brow ; teeth clenched. 

The neck tight^x>rded, too, the chin deep-trenched. 

As if a cloud enveloped him while fought 

Under its shade, grim prizers, thought with thought 

At dead-lock, agonising he, until 

The victor thought leapt radiant up and Will 

The slave with folded arms and drooping lids 

They fought for, lean forth flame-like as it bids. 

Call him no flower — a mandrake of the earth. 

Thwarted, and dwarfed, and blasted in its birth, 

Sather, a fruit of suffering's excess. 

Thence feeling, therefore stronger " 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE PEEBAGE. 

Among the storiea of biograpliic romance none are more 
interesting than those which illustrate the rise of many 
branches of the English peerage ; the roots of many great 
families look very insignificant when compared with the 
great and broad-spreading branches from the strong and 
stately stem. The origin of the Bouveries in the old silk- 
spinner of Frankfort ; the ducal Osbems from the cloth- 
worker on old London Bridge; the emergence of the 
ancient and stately house of Percy and Northumberland 
from its eclipse through the intrepidity of Henry Percy, 
the trunk-maker of Dublin; or the marvellous story of 
William Petty, the sailor-boy of Bomsey, who, through 
various fortunes, at last laid the foundation of the splendid 
Marquisate of Lansdowne. William Petty was the son of 
Anthony Petty, who was by profession a clothier, and also 
*• did die his own clothes " — that is, the clothes which he 
sold. The boy left home at fifteen years of age, taking 
with him a little stock, and beginning to play the part of 
a merchant. He went to sea, it would seem, as a common 
sailor boy ; and one of the first and most fortunate things 
happening to him in his life was getting well drubbed with 
a cord by his master for not discovering a steeple on the 
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coast, whicli he liad been sent aloft to keep a look-out 
for. His eyes missed the land-mark, but he discovered by 
his sharper mental vision what, it seems, he had never 
suspected before — that he was short-sighted. The nimble- 
witted boy pursued a swift course of self-education. He 
settled for some time in Caen in Normandy ; he learned 
the French tongue. He had obtained the rudiments of 
learning in a free school in the village of Romsey; he 
perfected himself in Greek, Latin, and mathematics. 
Returning to England, he obtained his degree of M.D. at 
Oxford, and very soon his advancement went on with 
great rapidiiy. It was in 1660 he achieved his famous 
cure of Anne Green, and her perfect restoration after she 
had undergone the process of execution, and been sus- 
pended by the neck for half-an-hour, and in addition 
rolled and stamped upon by her friends to make sure of 
her being quite dead before the dissector's knife came 
near her. Of course he was now on the way to fortune, 
and he trimmed the sails so as not to suffer in the coUi* 
sions of opinion in his times ; also he became famous as 
an arithmetical politician, and exceedingly curious many 
of his speculations are. He became a baronet, but passing 
through a very active and multifarious life, he died com- 
paratively young, reaching only the age of sixty-four. 
He was buried beside his father and mother, in the church 
of his native Bomsey ; the spot is still marked by a flat 
stone bearing the simple inscription, most likely the com- 
position as well as the spelling of the village stonecutter — 
"Here layes Sir William Pety." Lady Petty, the year 
following her husband's death, was created an Irish 
peeress, with the title of Baroness of Shelbume, and the 
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eldest BOIL Baron of Shelbnme. And sncli was the 
origin of the great Lansdowne peerage. 

The foundation of the family of the Earls of Mulgrave 
and the Marqnisate of Normanby is even more singular, 
and so cnrions that we may repeat here what already 
finds a place in other of the present writer's pages. This 
family, through its andestors, winds an especially circui- 
tous way, till we find its first distinct founder, William^ 
Phips, the g^ndson of a Bristol gunsmith, among Ameri- 
can exiles, until he was eighteen years of age, keeping 
sheep in the wilderness of Kennebec ; then, evidently by 
thrift and carefulness, able to make a tolerably well-fco-do 
marriage, and so become a small merchant and ship- 
builder. Old Cotton Mather tells his story with very 
considerable vigour, showing how he was the son to his 
own labours, and how, as an ancient senator said, although, 
he could not play upon a fiddle, yet he knew how to make 
a small city become a great one. Disappointed in some 
of his transactions in business, with strong faith and reso- 
lution, he turned towards the sea, telling his wife he 
should yet be captain of a king's ship, come to the com- 
mand of better men than he was now accounted himself, 
and own a fair brick house in the green lane of Boston. 
He became greater than all this ; first a strong sea-captain, 
and, like many of the adventurers on the ocean of that 
time, set sail for the Spanish main in quest of the dis- 
covery of certain buried treasures fathoms deep in the 
ocean. It seems to us a strange quest, and was for a long 
time unsuccessful. But once, says the story, some of his 
men looking down into the calm water, perceived a plant 
or sea-weed, called a sea-feather, growing, as he thought. 
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ont of the rock, and desired one of the Indians to dive for 
it, who doing so, brought back the singular account that 
he perceived a number of great guns in the watery world 
where he had found his feather. The Indian dived again, 
and this time brought up what was called a sow, or lump 
of silver, worth about £300. Phips, until now, had been 
in an agony of distress, for his voyage had hitherto been 
all in vain ; but we may believe with what avidity all 
hands set to work. In a very short time they had 
brought up from these depths of the ocean about forty 
tons of silver, and many packages crusted over with a crust 
like limestone; sometimes breaking the crust, out came 
tumbling bushels of pieces of eight, gold also, pearls, and 
precious stones. Phips had been employed by the Govern- 
ment in this adventure ; he gained for the Government 
£300,000, receiving as his share about £16,000, of which 
some of the courtiers wished to deprive him, persuad- 
ing James II. to pounce upon all. He was too honour- 
able for this, however. Phips retained his percentage, 
and received in addition the honour of knighthood. His 
biographer at this point says, '* Header, now make a 
pause, and behold one raised by God ! *' Sir William 
Phips after this became a very conspicuous and notable 
character, and achieved great wonders, especially as the 
Governor of Massachusetts. He, however, left no 
children ; but his nephew, Constantine Phips, inherited 
his title and his wealth, his son became Lord Chancellor 
of Ireland ; and so, through a story which we need not 
repeat, the Indian diving to fetch up the sea-feather 
founded the illustrious house of Normanby ! 

There are few chapters of biographic romance which 
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fumisE more interesting illustrations of vicissitudes of 
vice, decline, and overtlirow, than the stories connected 
with the English peerage — ^stories sad, amusing, terrible.* 
One remarkable circumstance to notice is, how many of 
the noblest families trace their origin back to trade and 
commerce; the families of Dartmouth, Ducie, Pomfret, 
Dormer, Tankerville, Romney, Dudley, FitzwiUiam, 
Cowper, Leigh, Damley, Hill, like Normanby, sprang 
from behind the counter or the workshop ; the founder of 
the Earldom of Craven was a tailor, of the Earldom of 
Coventry a draper. The Earl Belper derives his title 
from the place where his ancestor, Jeddiah Strutt, 
the son of a Derbyshire farmer, established himself in 
business as a manufacturer. The happy circumstance of 
his life was that he married a Miss Wollatt, the sister 
of a hosier in Derby. His brother-in-law told him of 
some unsuccessful attempts which had been made to 
manufacture ribbed stockings ; so Jeddiah took the matter 
in hand, and was successful; upon pillars of ribbed stock- 
ings and calicoes, rose the noble house of Strutt.' Jeddiah 
was bom in 1729, the peerage was conferred in 1866; in 
conferring it Lord Palmerston said, " The Queen was 
desirous of marking the interest which she took in the 
great mariufacturing industry of the country, and that she 
had observed that this important element of national 
wealth had not as yet been suitably represented in the 
Upper House." The story of the present Duchess of 
Sforza is a singular one; she is a child of the ancient, 
noble house of Ferrers, the family of the Shirleys. The 

* See Vicissitudes of Families. 3 vols. By Sir Bernard Burke> 
Ulster King at Arms. 
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seventli Earl Ferrers quarrelled with his only son, Lord 
Tamworth ; the , latter died without any reconciliation 
haying taken place. The Earl was a widower, living in 
moody retirement in Bakedale Hall. One day a woman of 
very humble appearance presented herself, demanding to 
see the Earl. She would not be refused, pressed into the 
Earl's presence, leading a little girl three years of age ; 
she presented this child as the daughter of Lord Tam- 
worth, and the grandchild of the Earl. While she .was 
relating her troubles, the little creature, careless of what 
was going on, closed up against the Earl, and began 
playing with his bright shining knee buckles or garter, 
the splendour of which seemed to fascinate her. He 
stooped down and said, ** Ay, she has Tam worth's eyes ; '* 
his heart melted ; he pensioned the mother, and took 
possession of the daughter upon the condition that she 
should see her no more. Miss Shirley was educated as 
became her ancestiy, was the solace of her grandfather's 
declining years, and at his death inherited the bulk of 
his property, the splendid manors of Bakedale and 
BatclifP. The secret of her birth was kept from her 
until she was sixteen years of age, when her mother 
appeared, urgently pressing her claim to see her. At 
length it was agreed that, upon the pretext of seeing the 
house, she should be admitted into a room where Miss 
Shirley was in company with some other ladies ; but once 
there, restraint was out of the question, and the secret 
at an end. Shortly after this, perhaps some years fol- 
lowing, on a visit to Italy, she was addressed by the Duke 
of Sforza, one of the leading supporters of the Ejngdom 
of Victor Emanuel, and the representative of one of tho 
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grand old families of Italy. Slie is now, and has been for 
veiy many years, the Duchess, and is not very often seen 
on her English estates, although there the romantic cir- 
cnmstanoes of her life attach an interest beyond that of 
her title to her character and name. But this is only an 
illustration of innumerable such stories which are to be 
found in abnost all the old households of the great 
English peers ; and, indeed, this, the household of Ferrers, 
calls up many a memory more romantic still. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE STORY OF JUAN PLACIDO. 

The name of Juan Placido, the Cuba slave, is not so 
well known, but be appears to have been equal, if not 
superior, to Toussaint in tbe development of a calm and 
magnificent heroism. But very little has been said about 
him in this country ; and we may therefore quote, with 
the expectation that they will excite interest in the 
mind of our readers, the following particulars from a 
work by the distinguished American poet Whittier, called 
** The Stranger in Lowell." We believe the extracts are 
new to this country. This man, too, is worthy to be 
ranked with George Washington. He was the leader in 
the revolt of the Cuban slaves in 1844, — a negro and 
a man. 

" I have recently,** says Whittier, " been deeply inte- 
rested in the fate of Placido — ^the black revolutionist of 
Cuba — the acknowledged leader of the late wide-spread 
and well -planned revolt of the slaves in the city of 
Havana, and the neighbouring plantations and villages. 

" Juan Placido was bom a slave on the estate of Don 
Terribio de Castro. His father was an African, his 
mother a mulatto. His mistress treated him with great 
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Idndness, and taught him to read. When he was twelve 
years of age she died, and he fell into other and less com- 
passionate hands. At the age of eighteen, on seeing his 
mother struck with a heavy whip, he for the first time 
turned upon his tormentors. To use his own words, ' I 
felt the blow in my heart. To utter a loud cry, and from 
a downcast boy, with the timidity of one meek as a lamb, 
to become all at once like a raging lion, was a thing of a 
moment.' He was, however, subdued; and the next 
morning, together with his mother, a tenderly nurtured 
and delicate woman, severely scourged. On seeing his 
mother rudely stripped and thrown down upon the 
ground, he at first, with tears, implored the overseer to 
spare her ; but at the sound of the first blow, as it cut 
into her naked flesh, he sprang once more upon the 
ruffian, who, having superior strength, beat him until he 
was nearer dead than alive. 

" After suffering all the vicissitudes of slavery — ^hnnger, 
nakedness, staripes ; after bravely and ably bearing up 
against that slow and dreadful process which reduces the 
man to a thing — the image of God to a piece of merchan- 
dise — ^until he had reached his thirty-eighth year, lie was 
unexpectedly released from his bonds. Some literary 
gentlemen in Havana, into whose hands two or three 
pieces of his composition had fallen, struck with the 
vigour, spirit, and natural grace which they manifested, 
sought Out the author, and raised a subscription to pur- 
chase his freedom. He came to Havana, and maintained 
himself by house-painting, and such other employments 
as his ingenuity and talents placed within his reach. He 
wrote several poems, which have been published in 
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Spanish at Havana, and translated by Dr. Madden, under 
the title of * Poems by a Slave.' 

** It is not too much to say of these poems, that they 
will bear a comparison with most of the productions of 
modem Spanish literature. Certain it is that their author 
is the only Cuban poet. His style is bold, free, energetic. 
Some of his pieces are sportive and graceful ; such is his 
address to * The Cucuya,' or Cuban fire-fly. 

" Some of his devotional pieces evince the fervour and 
true feeling of the Christian poet. His * Ode to Religion ' 
contains many admirable lines. Speaking of the martyrs 
of the early days of Christianity, he says finely : 

" * Still in that cradle^ prirpled with their blood. 
The infant faith waxed stronger day by day.' 

**I cannot forbear quoting the last stanzas of this 

poem : — 

" ' O Qod of mercy, throned in glory high. 
On earth and all its misery look down ; 
Behold the wretched, hear the captive's cry. 
And call Thy exiled children round Thy throne ! 

" ' There would I fain in contemplation gaze 
On Thy eternal beauty, and would make 
Of love one lasting canticle of praise. 
And every theme, but Thee, henceforth forsake ! ' 

" The disastrous result of the late insurrection of the 
slaves in Cuba is well known. Betrayed, and driven into 
premature collision with their oppressors, the wronged 
and maddened bondmen were speedily crushed into sub- 
jection. Placido was arrested, and, after a long hearing, 
was condemned to be executed, and consigned to the 
* chapel of the condemned.' 

" How far Placido was implicated in the insurrectionary 
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movement, it is now, perhaps, impossible to ascertain. 
The popular voice in Havana pronounced him its leader 
and projector ; and as such he was condemned. His own 
bitter wrongs, the terrible recollections of his life of servi- 
tude, the impunity with which the most dreadful outrages 
upon the persons of slaves were inflicted, acting upon a 
mind fully capable of appreciating the beauty of freedom, 
furmshed abundant incentive to an effort for the redemp- 
tion of his race, and the humiliation of his oppressors. 
The Heraldoy of Madrid, speaks of him as the * cele- 
brated poet, a man of great natural genius, and beloved 
and appreciated by the most respectable young men of 
Havana.' It accuses him of wild and ambitious projects, 
and states that he was intended to be the chief of the 
black race, after they had thrown off the yoke of 
bondage. 

" He was executed at Havana, in July, 1844. Accord- 
ing to the custom in Cuba with condemned criminals, he 
was conducted from prison to the * chapel of the doomed. ' 
He passed thither with singular composure, amidst a 
great concourse of people, gracefully saluting his nume- 
rous acquaintances. The chapel was hung with black 
cloth, dimly lighted. Placido was seated beside his coffin. 
Priests in long black robes stood around him chanting, in 
sepulchral voices, the service of the dead. It is an ordeal 
under which the stoutest-hearted and most resolute have 
been found to sink. After enduring it for twenty-four 
hours, he was led out to execution. Placido came forth 
calm and undismayed, holding a crucifix in his hand ; he 
recited in a loud, clear voice, a solemn prayer in verse* 
which he had composed amidst the horrors of the 
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* chapel.' It thrilled npon the hearts of all who heard it. 
I am indebted to a friend for assistance in rendering this 
remarkable prayer into English verse. 

"'PRAYER OF PLACIDO. 

*' ' God of unbounded love and power eternal 

To Thee I turn in darkness and despair ; 
Stretch forth Thy arm^ and from the brow infernal 

Of calumny the veil of justice tear ! 
And £rom the forehead of my honest fame 
Pluck the world's brand of infamy and shame ! 
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' O King of kings ! — my father's Gk)d ! who only 
Art strong to save^ by whom is all controlled. 
Who givest the sea its waves, the dark and lonely 

Abyss of heaven its light, the north its cold. 
The air its currents, the warm sun its beams. 
Life to the flowers, and motion to the streams. 
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' All things obey Thee ; dying or reviving. 

As Thou commandest ; all, apart from Thee, 
From Thee alone their life and power deriving. 

Sink, and are lost in vast Eternity ! 
Yet doth the void obey Thee ; since from nought 
This marvellous being from Thy hand was wrought. 

•" O merciful God ! I cannot shun Thy presence. 
For through its veil of flesh Thy piercing eye 

Looketh upon Thy Spirit's unsoiLed essence. 
As through the pure transparence of the sky — 

Let not the oppressor clap his bloody h&nds. 

As o'er my prostrate innocence he stands ! 

" ' But if, alas ! it seemeth good to Thee 

That I should perish as the guilty dies. 
That a cold, mangled corse, my foes should view me 

With hateful malice and exulting eyes. 
Speak Thou the word, and bid them shed my blood ; 
Fully in me Thy will be done, O God ! ' 

" On arriving at the fatal spot he sat down, as ordered, 
on a bench, with his back to the soldiers. The multitude 
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recollected that in some affecting lines, written by the 
conspirator in prison, he had said that it would be useless 
to kill him by shooting his body— that his heart must be 
pierced ere it would cease its throbbing. At the last 
moment, just as the soldiers were about to fire, he rose 
up and gazed for an instant around and above him, on the 
beautiful capital of his native land and its sail-flecked 
bay, on the dense crowds about him, the blue mountams 
in the distance, and the sky glorious with the summer 
sunshine. * Adois, mundi T (Farewell, world!) he said, 
calmly, and sat down. The word was given, and five 
balls entered his body. Then it was that, amidst the 
groans and murmurs of the horror-stricken spectators, 
he rose up once more, and turned his head' to the 
shuddering soldiers, his face wearing an expression of 
superhuman courage. 'Will no one pity me?' he said, 
laying his hand over his heart. * Here, fire here.' While 
he yet spake two balls entered his heart, and he fell dead. 
Thus perished the hero-poet of Cuba. He has not fallen 
in vain. His genius and his heroic death will doubtless 
be regarded by his race as precious legacies. To the g^at 
names of L'Ouverture and Petion, the coloured man can. 
now add that of Juan Placido." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE ROMANCE OP UNREALISED POSSIBILITIES. 

After all, an infinite consciousness surrounds our lives — 



There's a divinity that shapes oiir ends> 
Bough hew them how we will." 



It is wonderful in the stories of human lives to think of 
what has happened to men. But when we come to con- 
verse with others, we find it not less wonderful to think 
of what has not happened ; — something that might have 
been, some little chance possibility of which we have be- 
come aware, an event which was just upon the brink of 
being bom, just on the eve of happening, and which died, 
either by some miscarriage, or, as it seemed, almost in the 
very moment of birth. It is very singular to think of the 
event which nearly took place. Such an observation, and 
perhaps it is scarcely an uncommon one, would not be 
likely to escape the moody, dreamy imagination of Natha- 
niel Hawthorne. It is true the waves of romance roll 
round our lives, and we do not know them. David Swan 
was on his way to Boston, and many things very nearly 
happened to him which might have prevented the con- 
tinuance of the journey, but none of the shadows took 
' shape and became concrete in fact. A pedestrian, with 
the bundle on his back which held his Httle all, travel- 
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stained and weaiy, lie turned aside to rest in the meadow 
beneatli the shady hedge. There he lay down to sleep — a 
pleasant, quiet, dreamless sleep, in the bright summer 
day. A very old couple stepped into the field. They 
were childless, they were rich ; they had lost a son, 
they fancied some likeness in David to their lost boy; 
a sort of half-expressed thought passed through their 
minds of taking him home. His open countenajice 
charmed the old lady. Had they waked him, a word 
or two of conversation would have determined them. 
He would have charmed them. But with a mutual 
sense of shame for the indulgence of their ridiculous 
idea, hurriedly they bustled out of the field. A trip- 
ping girl stepped behind the hedge, and started, sur- 
prised to find herself in a young man's bedroom. She 
was the daughter of one of the richest farmers in the 
neighbourhood, and her father was just then wanting such 
a character as David, a bright, trustworthy young man, 
to be active for him, to keep his accounts, to be generally 
useful to them. If he would but wake now. But the 
stupid fellow sleeps on. A wasp was buzzing round 
the sleeper's face. Gently she approached to whisk it 
away with her handkerchief. The old people had said, 
" What an open countenance." She said, " What a hand- 
some face he has." Ah ! if he would but wake ! She 
was an only daughter, and led her father as she pleased ; 
David would have charmed the young lady, not less than 
the old man. No, he did not wake. She stepped away 
with a sigh, and left him unconscious, sleeping there still. 
She had not been gone long before an ill-looking pair 
stepped behind the hedge to divide some ill-gotten booty,. 
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and they started, but it was to see a bundle beneath tho 
sleeper's head. " Yon give him one smart blow with the 
blndgeon, and I'll grab the bundle." They did not know 
that murder was written down to their account, although 
that never happened, for just then a dog came sniffing 
behind the hedge. "Bah,*' said one of the ruffians, 
** that dog's master is not far off." And soon after the 
horn of the Boston coach sounded, and David sprang up, 
and took his place upon the top, and was carried away to 
Boston. And he did not know, and never knew, that 
wealth had given him a passing glance ; that love had 
smiled upon him, and only coyly waited for his recogni- 
tion; that murder had lowered at him, and but for an 
accident had fulfilled its intention. And none of these 
things had happened to David. So the shadows of events 
which might have been, fall over the currents of our 
lives, passing like clouds over rivers, taking no shape, but 
suggesting a possible world. And probably we all of us 
have had our hedge-side, and our shadows of unborn 
events, like David Swan. So the viewless and unexpected 
events happen all round us, and yet we talk of a common- 
place world. 

One of the most astonishing proofs of the infinite 
omnipotence of Grod, if I may use such a manner of 
speech, is, that He uses the freedom of man ; He is not 
embarrassed by it — no, but it enters into His plan ; even 
by it He holds on His own great afEairsj while at the same 
time He leaves man free. Often we appear to be the 
merest cogs in the wheels of fate ; all things seem centri- 
petal, and we can discern no freedom in human action. 
The relative proportion of the sexes to population, it seems 
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to be fixed by inevitable law, jet people £eJ1 in loTe and 
marrj at the dictate of their own will ; and the balance of 
Tegetable and animal life, it seems to be fixed by in- 
evitable law, it looks like &te : probability, in the handfi 
of a man like Qneletet, becomes a science. I find there is 
a proportion in the crime of mnrder ; I find the tari£E of 
crime is as constant and unvarying as the tariff of a 
cnstom-hoose ; great natore is a mystery. I come among^ 
the ifs and probabilities of life ; bat then I look on life 
from its special adaptations. What is it that mles the 
fates of Empires ? Pascal says, that if the nose of Cleo- 
patra had been shorter, the condition of the world ^wonld 
have been different. Ai\d yet the pages of biography 
especially teach the essential freedom of man. Man does 
not move in straight lines, he does not even move in. 
circles, or if so, then in gyrations, but say rather in tan- 
gents, which, in the end, become a spiral stairway of 
being. Man is free; I see that Grod has mysteriously 
bound together &te and free will — or, to speak it theologi- 
cally, a Divine decree, and a human responsibility. The 
history of the world is all predestination, and it is all free 
vnll : what God has joined together, let no man attempt 
to put asnnder. In biography, so characters illustrate 
this as in a large hnman diagram, and so indeed I w^onld 
always regard biography as a series of diagrams. If I 
lecture on optics or mechanics, I nse the black-board and 
the piece of chalk ; in the stndy of the principles of 
psychology and hnman life, I cannot do this, hut instead 
of this or these, the story of life, or a passing ax^eodote. 
answer jast the same purpose, and g^ve to philosophv 
illustrations and examples. It will be easy to find many. 
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Eomance of biograpliy; why, how biography sots all 
calculation at defiance ! Who held the seals of England 
longer than any other Chancellor in oxtr history? It 
came about in this way. There was living in his chambers 
in the Temple, the son of a coal-fitter in Newcastle, a poor 
and imprudently married young barrister — ^wives in that 
day occupied, with their husbands, chambers in the Inns 
of Court. This young barrister was by no means in 
flourishing circumstances ; briefs had not come in, he was 
needy. He tells how he ran out one night to purchase, for 
himself and wife, sixpennyworth of sprats for supper, 
which seems a vulgar proceeding for a young barrister. 
Supper over, he and his wife went to their rest, probably 
with no very comfortable thoughts : he had not known 
that during the day he had been the subject of a debate 
which was to affect his history, and the histories of how 
many besides ! He was knocked up early in the morning; 
his name had been mentioned to take the place of minor 
counsel in a case in Westminster Hall ; it was to come on 
that day ; it was a very lame and impotent case indeed ; 
it had already received the decision of the twelve judges. 
His senior did not appear in the case — ^perhaps, although 
retained, ashamed of it. It devolved, then, on our young 
barrister to appear here at a moment's warning, as it 
were, to employ his ingenuity to set aside the decision of 
the judges, and to argue the case before the great Lord 
Chancellor Thurlow; and we can conceive the heavy, 
dusky-browed look of that not amiably disposed lawyer at 
the audacious waste of time. But the young man was an 
extraordinary young man ; at a glance he had really seized 
the clew-line of an important argument, and in a few 
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comprelieiisiye words, witli marvellons shrewdness, lie had 
untwisted the coil of law. He argued the settmg aside 
the decision of the jndges, and it was set aside ; the case 
became famons. As he left the Conrt that morning, a 
burly Yorkshireman said to him, "Young fellow, your 
bread's buttered for life ! " It was so. Yery soon, as Sir 
John Scott, his bread was not only buttered for life, but 
as Lord Chancellor Eldon he always continued to have his 
bread buttered on both sides. 

Biography is full of these things. Lord King, running 
about with booksellers' parcels through the streets of 
Exeter as an errand boy ; the accident which disappointed 
the great Lord Tenterden in a place as chorister in a 
cathedral issuing in circumstances which made him a 
peer. How singular to think of Arthur Wellesley, seeing 
no prospects for himself in the army when a subaltern^ 
seeking a Commissionership of Customs. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE ROMANCE OF QUIET LIVES. 

There is a romance in qniet lives ; there is a romance in 
lives which give no intelligence to history or to the more 
animating and bustling pages of biography. Every life 
has its own story, and perhaps the most obscnre, dull, and 
unrelieved life might be told in such a manner as to 
awaken many interests. The city life is entertaining ; 
life in the palace and the Court is entertaining ; but life 
in the hermitage is often wonderfully interesting and en- 
tertaining too. We think too much of the obvious and the 
seen. A friend of mine visited a village for the purpose 
of seeing a man of some note who resided there. He re- 
marked to one whom he met, " I don't know whether you 
are aware of it, but you have a most extraordinary man 
residing here." I fancy he rather over-estimated the 
merits of the person he praised, but it was the reply which 
made the conversation singular. " If there was anything 
extraordinary about him, he wouldn't be living in a little 
village like this." There is a singular indisposition to 
believe that silent, retired, quiet lives may have their own 
wonderful power or wonderful story ; and, indeed, there 
are those who live as on an isthmus, and they can at will 
pass to or from the Atlantic with all its noise, or the 
Pacific with its great deep calm — ^they are prepared for 
both worlds of passion and patience ; and there are men 
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who liave within themselves so much g^randenr and 
energy, that they need not the excitement of ordinary in- 
centive to give an active aspect to their career. Others 
seem to put up over their shop, their factory, or their 
souls, '* No admission except on business." All things are 
made to look out on the world of business, business, 
nothing but business. It has often been interesting to 
notice in the works of travellers, how they have come 
across some great strong life, nursing itself in obscurity. 
Dr. Henderson, in his delightful Travels in Iceland, to 
which wonderful island of romance he, half a century 
since, was one of the first guides, gives a very interesting- 
account of his visit to Sira Jon Thorlakson, a great Ice- 
landic poet. He was the parish priest, though his income 
from his two parishes did not exceed six pounds five 
shillings a year. Henderson found him, in his rough but 
beautiful region, in the fields haymaking ; poor, patient, 
happy. " Our poverty is the bulwark of our happiness," 
said another Sira Jon to Henderson. These were the cir- 
cumstances in which Thorlakson, the translator of Milton, 
and one of the great Icelandic bards, lived. Those who 
have read the poem speak of it as, from its Eddaic phraseo- 
logy, not only rendering and rivalling, but sometimes even 
transcending, the great English poet. There, in an ex- 
ceedingly romantic solitude, at the junction . of three 
beautiful valleys, in a farm, behind which rose mountains 
4,000 feet high, their summits of the most rude and fan- 
tastic forms — behind! it a number of beautiful cascades, 
before it broad and rapid streams — ^he lived. Who pities 
him? He has long gone home; but who would com- 
miserate such a life ? Would we remove such a man from 
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it ? Nay, but would we not rather wisli that we had that 
mental, moral, and muscular independence which would 
enable us happily to remove it. 

Very solemn seems that visit Mr. Squier paid to the 
Padre Cartine. He describes it in his very delightful 
narrative of Travels in Nicaragua. He was the last priest 
among the dilapidated corridors and weed-infested courts 
and tombs of the once powerful fraternity of San 
Fnmcisco, Lonely amidst his mounds of solemn hills, 
there he lived like one of the world's grey fathers, enter- 
taining himself with his Latin Pliny and his Latin edition 
of Euclid, read through once a year by way of amusement 
to refresh his memory ; dreaming over an architectural 
plan for the restoration of his convent, upon a scale of 
magnificence it would beggar rich princes to carry out, 
and as anxious about every little detail as if the masons 
were to commence to-morrow. Quite a wonderful man, 
with a marvellous collection of varieties, constituting his 
house a perfect old curiosity shop. " No Jew's second- 
hand furnishing shop in Chatham," says Mr. Squier, 
" could afford more than a very faint counterpart of his 
curious collection." An enthusiastic clockmaker, there were 
clocks without cases, and cases without clocks, a wilder- 
ness of weights and cords, pulleys, wheels, and springs ; 
he kept a quantity of his own watches and clocks to 
tinker, like Charles V., when retired from business ; and 
far and near, all persons were encouraged to bring their 
clocks or watches to him that they might be tinkered 
gratuitously. In the courtyard and neighbourhood of his 
house were half a dozen tame deer, his playful com- 
panions. He had his workshop and a foot-lathe of his 
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own constmction ; lie was an optician — then, says Mr. 
Sqoier, probably the only one in Central America; and 
he had constr acted a telescope for the University of Leon , 
and astonnded the citizens by showing them the rings of 
Satnm. "You are a most accomplished man, Padre," 
said Mr. Sqnier, glancing at his mechanical achievements. 
" Playthings, mere playthings," he said, with a compla- 
cent smile. And they talked of the cholera which had 
ravaged the neighbourhood in 1837. " Five thousand of 
our people died in four short months, Senor; and the 
Senoritina— she was only sixteen years old, Senor, but yet a 
woman, and beautiful, very beautiful — she was among the 
first of five hundred buried here in this very court, 
Senor ; " and the expression of the old man's face showed 
how terrible and inefEaecable were the scenes which he 
had witnessed. ** She was very beautiful," soliloquised 
the old man, apparently almost forgetting the presence of 
his visitor. Such a life as that, so remote and far away, 
so isolated and hermetically sealed, is that less than the 
romance of biography ? 

And Mr. Borrow himself, his own Lavengro, — ^in his 
wildly-romantic book, " The Bible in Spain," — introduces 
us also to a similar experience in his intercourse with the 
curate of Pitegua. ** I soon saw," says Mr. Borrow, 
^* that I was in the presence of one of those remarkable 
men who to a childlike simplicity unite immense energy 
and power of mind, equally adapted to guide a scanty 
flock of ignorant rustics in some obscure village of Italy 
or Spain, or to convert millions of heathen on the shores 
of Japan, China, or Paraguay." A thin, spare man of 
sixty-five, dressed in a black cloak of very coarse material. 
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and all Ids otlier garments plain and coarse ; and jet lie 
fed the hungry wanderer, and despatched him singing on 
his way, his meat in his wallet and a peseta in his pnrse ; 
and his parishioners, when in need, repaired to his study 
for help, and, if deserving, were sure of assistance. Ho 
vras the banker of his village, and what he lent he neither 
wished nor expected to be returned. He made frequent 
journeys to Salamanca, but kept no mule, contenting him- 
self with borrowing an ass from a neighbouring miller. 
" I once kept a mule," he said, " but some years since it 
was removed without my permission by a traveller whom 
I had housed for the night ; for in that alcove I keep two 
clean beds for the use of the wuyfaring, and I shall be 
very much pleased if yourself and friend will occupy 
them, and tarry with me till the morning." 

What shall we say of such lives as these ? but is it not 
pleasant to read of them, and if they do not shine in the 
biography, or in the newspaper — if, lA one sense of the 
word, they are unknown — shaU we therefore say that 

they 

'' Are bom to blush unseen. 
And waste their sweetness on the desert air " ? 

We misunderstand life and the purpose of life if we say 
that. And yet these lives we have cited have in their 
neighbourhood an importance, a relative obviousness and 
power ; but descend far lower in the social scale, look at 
the far more insignificant lives — each has its own strength, 
purpose, and beauty, which may be alike wonderful. Like 
the beautiful shells of the ocean, Hke the beautiful flowers 
of the wildemess, they have their own charm of form or 
fragrance, and the story of every soul has something in it 

22 
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which might thrill the listener with terror, or penetrate 
the mind with its loveableness and beauty. 

Some of the most romantic biographies which have 
turned up from old and forgotten and buried archives 
teach us this. Such, for instance, is the " Life of Colonel 
Hutchinson," by his wife, the beautiful Lucy Hutchinson 
— quite a true Lucy, quite a literal exemplification of 
Wordsworth's 



t€ 



Violet by a mossy stone. 
Half hidden from the eye. 

Fair as a star when only one 
Is shining in the sky.' 



>» 



'* Most truly," says Charles Knight, in his very pretty 
outline of the story of the book, " there arises out of it, 
and is ever more associated with it, the calm, quiet 
shadow of a woman of exquisite purity, of wondrous con- 
stancy, of untiring affection, Lucy Hutchinson, its writer." 
Certainly, this volume is one of the romances of bio- 
graphy — "the courtship of John Hutchinson," the Par- 
liamentarian colonel, marked as a Koundhead, against 
which epithet the gentle Lucy rebels : " It was very ill 
applied to Mr. Hutchinson, who having naturally a very 
fine thick-set head of hair, kept ifc clean and handsome, so 
that it was a great ornament to him." And how pretty 
and natural it is when she tells us how the spring was far 
advanced, and on a certain day the friends on both sides 
meet to conclude the arrangements for a marriage, when 
Lucy was not to be seen — she had taken the small-pox, she 
was very near death ; but at length John was permitted 
to speak to her, and very timidly and tremblingly the 
young girl comes into the presence of her lover. She says 
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she was tlie most deformed person tliat cotdd be seen ; but 
Lucy adds, ** He was nothing troubled at it, but married 
her as soon as she was able to quit the chamber, when the 
priest and all who saw her were afErighted to look on 
her ; but God recompensed his justice and constancy by 
restoring her, though she was longer than ordinary before 
she recovered to be as well as before." So they were 
married, and went forward through their first days of 
wedded peace to the years of a troubled life, and Lucy 
tells the story of the siege of Nottingham Castle, of 
which her noble husband was the governor. Then, by-and- 
by, he signed the warrant for the death of the King, and 
when the Restoration came, it was with great difficulty 
that his name was included in the Act of Oblivion ; and 
then he became a prisoner in Sandown Castle, in a cold, 
damp, dreary room, and. although Lucy was not permitted 
to share his prison with him, she was with him from the 
first hour in the morning tUl the latest at night. Re- 
siding in Deal, for this privilege she paced along the beach 
night and morning, through every kind of weather, to 
console or be consoled ; then she lost her husband ; and 
then, in the dear old sacred early home, she sat down to 
write her husband's history for the instruction of her 
children, as she says — *' I, that am under a command not 
to grieve at the common rate of desolate women, while I 
am studying which way to moderate my woe, and if it 
were possible to augment my love, can for the present find 
out none more just to jrour dear father, nor consolatory to 
myself, than the preservation of his memory." And thus 
it is that we have one of the sweetest pieces of personal 
biography, at the same time in relation to the great and 

22—2 
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stirring events of public life, to be found in any period of 
our land's literature. 

Edward Arber, that great biblipgrapbist, has done many 
a good service by his admirable and entertaining reprints, 
but by none has he done more than by superintending the 
reprint of that singularly romantic curiosity of literature, 
''The Paston Letters." They constitute an astonishing 
book ; by them we are brought to the most intimate ac- 
quaintance with a most gracious family who lived four 
hundred years ago. We have the most frank and inti- 
mate accounts of all that they did through three genera- 
tions, and all their troubles, and their love-makings, and 
their festivities, and homely gatherings in Caistor Castle, 
in Norfolk. We scarcely need any imagination to rebuild 
and to refurnish the old rooms. But this is altogether 
too long a story for more than reference here. The story 
of the Paston family is a romance in itself. It is a 
romance that after the lapse of all these generations, it 
should be possible for us to read such a story. And then 
we remember that it is a seeming accident that we are in 
possession of this, while innumerable such lives and 
histories have drifted along the dark river, and are seen 
no more; but it brings out with wonderful distinctness 
the individualities and beauties of every-day life, narrated 
at a time when there were no posts, and intelligence only 
travelled by slow carriers; no newspapers, no banks; 
when there were no power-looms, and a new coat or a 
new gown were matters to be very earnest about, even 
between a knight-banneret and a lady of the manor; 
when there was no printing press; when Chaucer was 
the great poet of the cultivated classes, in days long- 
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before the Reformation ; when even Sir John Paston him- 
self saw a vision, supposed to be of our Lady, in a marvel- 
lous light ; and when, as Charles Knight says (he was 
the first to introduce these letters to the public, although 
Mr. Arber has doubled the quantity and value), " these 
letters, with touches of what we call superstition, show 
amongst these people a deep abiding sense of God over all, 
that reverence was a great characteristic of our nation — of 
children for parents, of servants for masters, oE wives for 
husbands, of the laity for the Church — once upon a time." 
We are noticing the romance of quiet lives, and beneath 
this department from many sources what singular incidents 
transpire connected with unknown names. There is- a 
Jittle story which. Leigh Hunt tells, and which he calls one 
of the shortest and sweetest of all stories ; and it is to 
this effect : Many years since Mr. "Walsh, a gentleman of 
large fortune, bequeathed an estate of £4,000 a year to 
his niece, Mrs. Benn, but from negligence, resentment, or 
some other cause, neither explained nor understood, left his 
next male heir and near relation unprovided for. With 
an addition so important, and at a period which calculates 
to a nicety gratifications and expenses to keep pace with 
or exceed the most enormous rent-roll, the majority of 
mankind would have sat down passively contented ; or if 
any solicitude interrupted their brilliant dreams, it would 
have been anxiety to determine in what species of luxu- 
rious superfluity the new acquisition should be expended. 
But Mrs. Benn, says Leigh Hunt, was a very epicure in the 
theory of real and substantial luxury ; she declared that 
her present income was adequate to all her wishes and all 
her wants, and reserving only a little Berkshire villa, en- 
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deared to lier by early liabits, and in which, she had passed 
some of the happiest hours of her life, she presented, and 
by legal convenances made over, this considerable beqnest 
to her neglected cousin, a free and gratuitous gift, neither 
demanded nor expected, vast in its amount, and worth at 
its lowest valuation £100,000. 

The principle I have endeavoured to illustrate through- 
out recurs again and again ; it meets us not only in great 
world instances, but in side-Hghts from forgotten books, 
and in real life flowing incessantly around us ; these all 
bring into strong light the mysteries of our common 
nature. A lively blood acting upon a strong self-will and 
vivid imagination, how often these alone have separated a 
man from all the happy and comfortable associations and 
the refined intercourse to which he was born, and have 
almost driven him out to play the part of a madman. In 
Thomas Campbell's "Life of Mrs. Siddons," there is just 
such a story of a Mr. Combe ; a man originally capable of 
anything, but who threw his life away. He was educated 
at Eton and Oxford, he was a man of large fortune, and he 
was so distinguished and courtly in his mstnners, that he 
was called Duke Combe. However, very early in life^ 
beneath his lavish spendthrift habits, all his fortune 
vanished, and with it, of course, his position. He was 
steeped in poverty, pretty literally to the lips, and driven 
to enlist as a private in the army. I believe it was while 
there that an officer passing saw him reading, and looking 
over his shoulder found it to be Horace. ** What, my 
friend," said he, "can you read that book in the 
original ? '* " If I cannot," said Combe, " a great deal of 
money has been thrown away on my education." He 
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escaped from tlie Bnglisli army, and, still in poverty, lie 
entered the Frencli service ; again released, lie entered a 
French monastery, and stayed in it until the term of his 
novitiate expired ; then he became a waiter in an inn in 
Swansea. He sometimes came across his old friends, but 
he was never very greatly embarrassed, even when seen 
tripping along with a napkin under his arm. He married 
the mistress of a noble lord, who promised him an annuity, 
but cheated him. In revenge. Combe wrote a strong sting- 
ing satire called the "Diabolica." By-and-by his wife 
died, then he married again — ^married creditably, respect- 
ably, an admirable and amiable woman, who did her 
best to serve * him. Then he wrote for booksellers ; 
some things more than creditable, some things less, and 
some things very discreditable. He was the author of 
" Letters from a Nobleman to his Son," published beneath 
the name of Lord Lyttelton ; and he was the author of 
the " Letters from an Italian Nun to an English Noble- 
man," said to be translated from Rousseau, but entirely 
the production of this lively gentleman. At last he got 
into the King's Bench, not for a passing visit, but for a 
permanent residence. He remained there for twenty years. 
Towards the close of this period a friend offered to effect 
a compromise with all his creditors, but he at once refused 
the favour, and argued like a philosopher ; pity that he 
had not been able to argue and to act in the same manner 
many long years before. **If I compounded with my 
creditors," he said, **I should be obliged to sacrifice the 
little substance I possess, and on which I subsist in prison. 
These chambers, the best in the Bench, are mine at the 
rent of a few shillings a week, in right of my seniority as 
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a prisoner. My habits have become so sedentary, that if 
I lived in the airiest sqnare in London, I should not walk 
round it once in a month. I am contented in my cheap 
quarters." There in his prison it was that he wrote for 
Ackerman, the publisher, " The Adventures of Dr. Syntax 
in Search of the Picturesque," and after this, " The Danco 
of Life" and " The Dance of Death." Perhaps this author- 
ship of Dr. Syntax led to some little fame; certainly, 
even now the book is far better known than it is known 
that Combe was the author of it. I do not know when 
it was that Boger Kemble gave him a ** benefit" at the 
theatre, and Combe promised to speak an address on the 
occasion. There were a good many conjectures about con- 
cerning his real name and character; he recapitulated 
these, and then said, " But now, ladies and gentlemen, I 
shall tell you who and what I really am." Expectation 
was on tip-toe. He paused — all bent forward to listen ; 
as if for a great effort, he gathered himself up and said, 
** I am, ladies and gentlemen, I am — ^your most obedient, 
humble servant ! " He bowed and left the stage, and so 
vanishes away from knowledge. This life was certainly 
fall enough of incident, and if not marked by anything 
strangely striking or tragic, the mOre to the purpose of 
present quotation from its resemblance to the crowd of 
ne'er-do-well existences we perpetually meet around us. 

But Combe had a relation to active life, and the inci- 
dents of this chapter have referred especially to lives 
passed in the shade. What a story is that of Henry 
Welby, the recluse in the heart of London ! I suppose it 
puts in a very strong light what we have frequently 
seen, how one ungracious or ungrateful circumstance may 
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completely warp or turn the course of a life. He was a 
man of large estate in Lrncolnsliire, with a clear income of 
about £1,000 a year — a very splendid income in those 
times. He had travelled, studied at the University, and 
at one of the Inns of Court ; he had married for love, 
and lost his wife, but possessed a charming daughter, who 
was also married; he .was a man of great hospitality, 
honoured and beloved for his benevolence ; he was exactly 
in the prime of life — forty years of age. He had some 
slight difEerence with his brother, who, passing through 
one of his fields, met him, and fired a pistol at him ; hap- 
pily, it flashed in the pan. The excellent man disarmed 
the ruffian ; and, thinking it was only a freak to frighten 
him, he put the pistol in his pocket and walked home; 
examining it, he discovered bullets in the pistol. I sup- 
pose we can form no idea of the effect the discovery 
produced upon the unhappy man's mind. It led to no 
feelings of revenge; only to pity, grief, and mistrust. 
Henceforth he separated himself for ever from mankind. 
We have said he was forty years of age; he came to 
London and took a house in Cripplegate, in the neigh- 
bourhood afterwards known as Grub Street. He entered 
it, and never left it until the four men carried him out of 
it at the age of eighty-four. His daughter and her hus- 
band, Sir Christopher Hilliard, he never saw or spoke to 
again, nor to any kinsman or friend. He was separated 
entirely from his kind ; an old woman lived in the house 
with him, who attended to such simple wants as he 
had, but who very seldom saw him. He lived in the 
simplest style and manner, excepting at Christmas and 
Easter, when he had good cheer served into his own room* 
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He liad all the books wortli reading as soon as they were 
published ; he inquired after the people in the neighbour- 
hood who were thrifty, industrious, and poor, and sent 
help to them; and he, unseen, watched the poor who 
came to his gates,, and relieved them, but especially 
watched and sent help to the aged and infirm. So his 
life passed for these forty-four years. What shall we say 
of this ? It was not a sweet life soured, for the sweetness 
flowed on still, and only sought to expend itself in the 
purity of a personal life, and the 'piety of kindness and 
goodwill, apparently religious, too ; but so it was — the 
unhappy villany of his brother had utterly perverted the 
current of his being, and with his race he held no further 
communion, and he never trusted more. In some parti- 
culars it seems the most awful piece of unjust vengeance 
ever indulged. Innocent as it was, it was not the less a 
kind of insanity, and of the same order as that which, in 
similar circumstances, has driven some men to moody 
mistrust or monastic isolation, or made others whose 
natures were more on a level with those who had souglit 
to injure them, the enemies of their kind. 

Few persons, perhaps, would think of discovering any 
romantic lights round the biography of Jeremy Bentham. 
His name is not often mentioned now ; time was when he 
had a multitude of disciples. It has been truly said of 
him, never surely did any man insist so pertinaciously on 
dreaming when he was wide awake, or in persisting that 
he was wide awake when he was only dreaming ; nor 
perhaps did he dream altogether in vaia. He was empi- 
rical as a legislator ; there never was in human nature a 
more strange contradiction ; his ideas are as hard, syste- 
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matic, inlminan as a treadmill, and lie would have re- 
duced all society to tlie dreary round, the dull monotony, 
of a treadmill. And yet this hard old utilitarian had a 
soul of such softness that it first felt its consciousness 
awake by reading Telemachus ; and no doubt, as he sat 
in his study and fought there in shadowy solitude with 
the demon of chicane, filling ream on ream of paper with 
dreams which seemed to him as real as the world, all 
put down, or mostly, in a hard, unreadable routine, he 
wrought a good work, never to be realised, as he intended it 
should be, but fulfilling itself, as all earnest work will fulfil 
itself, some way or other. There is something eminently 
affecting in the story of the old, solitary man, whose hard, 
peach-stone sort of heart and nature doomed itself to per- 
fect solitude and widowerhood, as a funeral rite for some 
unsuccessful, mysterious attachment; never to be seen 
except by a few disciples, working in the faith that by- 
and-by kings and peoples would raise a monument to his 
memory by the adoption of his manuscript laws, and 
really influencing and fixing a large party in the British 
Senate, and haying his mouthpieces in such men as 
Brougham, Homer, and Romily — creating, in fact, a 
school of politics and of literature. Few people knew 
him when alive ; few people at any time ever read him 
or read him now. It is almost frightful to contemplate 
the long range of closely-printed, double-columned 
volumes, his works, edited by Sir John Bowring. He 
was a statesman, albeit a shade and nothing more. His 
life was spent in one long, to him sacred, crusade against 
law — against the technicalities and forms of law ; and in 
the City of London he was an anchorite in his perfect 
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loneliness : lie would not be seen. " Mr. Lovel Bdgewortli 
wishes to see yon, sir," said his servant. " Tell Mr. Lovel 
Edgeworth I don't wish to see him.'* And that visitor 
got no further. Madame de Stael called upon him — 
loquacious, ingenious, clever, brilliant Madame de Stael. 
He onlj sent word down by his servant that he had 
nothing to say to her, and he was certain she had nothing 
to say to him ! And yet there are relations in his life which 
are quite touching ; he would not see men and women, so 
he filled his study with creations of his own. In one 
comer of his room stood his treasured favourite walking- 
stick — he called it ** Dapple ; " he laid it on the shoulders 
of honoured disciples in token of knighthood. And then 
there wa s his favourite teapot, " Dicky ; " but round 
about him the most cherished favourites of his household 
were pussies-the most distinguished of these he named 
'* Langboume." Bentham boasted that he had made a 
man of him ; as he got older he was put into the Church, 
and when he died he was called the ** Reverend Dr. 
Langboume." Strange man ! Thus human nature will 
assert itself, and " affections stopped up in their natural 
course and flow among mankind, overflow in the direction 
of dumb animals.*' It was so with Cowper; with how- 
many beside. Bentham estimated the good in men 
almost by their love of pussies. Bomilly kept a noble 
puss before he came into great business. ** Our love for 
pussies," said Bentham, " our mutual respect for ani- 
mals, was a bond of union between us." With all this, 
the great Justinian of the study knew nothing of human 
nature, and was, we may be sure, greatly ignorant of the 
principles by which it is governed. 



CHAPTER XXL 

THE ROMANCE OF A POPULAfi PREJUDICE. 

How many old stories are there which, if re-told, as old 
pictures are hung up in new frames, would yield not 
only a quota of entertainment, but instruction ? What 
a curious story is that of the madness of oppression! 
Voltaire no doubt felt a cynical pleasure in reciting the 
history of Jean Galas, at Toulouse, in 1772, who was 
broken on the wheel. The story is one of the most utterly 
unreasonable on record. Jean Galas was a worthy mer- 
chant in business at Toulouse ; his age was sixty-eight. 
He had been in business there forty years ; he, his wife, 
and children, with one exception, were all Protestants. 
It is a mark of the liberality of his sentiments that she 
who has ever since been called their good serrant, who 
had resided in their house thirty years, and had assisted 
in bringing up all the children, was a zealous Gatholic. 
The old man had one son, Mark. He was an unsuccessful 
young man, moody, restless, melancholy, and of a very 
violent disposition. Unsuccessful, he determined to put 
an end to his life. He communicated his design to a 
friend, and he read everything that could strengthen him 
in his design of suicide. He lost money at play, and this 
strengthened his purpose. A young friend, named 
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Lavaise, arrived from Bordeaux. He was aged nineteen, 
and was remarkable for tlie excessive candour and sweet- 
ness of liis manners. He was the son of a very eminent 
advocate of Toulouse. He came into supper, as if hy 
accident, with the family ; and the whole family, includ- 
ing Mark, supped together. After supper, with the ex- 
ception of Mark, they all, father and mother, Peter the 
second son, and Lavaise, withdrew into the drawing-room, 
where they all continued in each other's company. By- 
and-by, young Lavaise took his leave, and was accom- 
panied downstairs by the second son, Peter; and when 
they reached the door of the warehouse, they found Mark, 
stripped to his shirt, hanging dead. It was as plain a 
circumstance, one would say, as could possibly transpire. 
His body had neither wounds nor bruises. It was a com- 
paratively insignificant circumstance, for although the 
exit of any human life is a solemn event, this certainly 
was a comparatively worthless one. Yet the results of 
that suicide convulsed all Toulouse, and agitated the 
whole nation. There was no attempt at concealment ; 
the surgeons and the proper officers of the law were 
instantly feent for ; but, as if by some involuntary mad- 
ness, the whole populace was roused. Some fanatic 
exclaimed that John Galas had hung his own son. The 
whole city seemed to take up the cry. It was rumoured 
that Mark was about to confess his conversion to Roman- 
ism. John Calas had hung his son to prevent his conver- 
sion. The Protestants had held a meeting the preceding 
evening ; the murder of Mark had been determined upon; 
young Lavaise had been chosen as the executioner of the 
sect. He had travelled from Bordeaux to aid John Calas, 
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his wife, and his son Peter, to mnrder a friend, a son, and 

a Brother ! This was what fanaticism said, for all which 

not a single shred of proof was ever alleged. The entire 

family, with Lavaise and the Catholic servant, were arrested 

and put in irons. Meantime, the body of the suicide was 

buried with immense pomp as a martyr ; all the monkish 

fraternities gathered to his funeral, and a huge figure, 

moveable, representing this Mark holding in one hand a 

palm, and in the other a pen, with which he was to have 

signed his abjuration of heresy, was elevated on a high 

scaffold in the presence of the amazing multitude. Further, 

they attempted to canonise him. He was regarded as a 

saint, and it was supposed his body would work miracles. 

One monk drew out the teeth from the body that he 

might be in possession of durable relics. It was clear if 

one of the family was to be criminated all must be ; for 

confessedly they were all of them together the whole 

evening. Several judges declared that the old man, his 

son Peter, and young Lavaise should be broken on the 

wheel, and the wife and mother be burnt. The whole 

accusation was surrounded with a haze of preposterous 

impossibilities. It was, in fact, impossible that Jean 

Calas could have committed such a crime ; he was old and 

feeble, Mark was a young man of twenty-eight, and of 

uncommon strength. The servant must have known of 

the crime, and it was preposterous to think that she, a 

Catholic, would assist Huguenots to assassinate a young 

man, brought up by her, and because he was attached to 

the very religion which she professed. However, the 

trial proceeded, and although there were some who did 

more than doubt, Jean Calas was condemned to be broken 
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on the wheel, and he was mnrdered thus, confounding' 
his judges through the last moments of his horrible 
torture by appealing to Gx>d as the witness of his inno- 
cence, and imploring pardon for his persecutors. But the 
judges appear to have been frightened by their own in- 
justice, and they trembled at carrying out consistently 
the execution of the other members of the family. 
Dominican friars visited Peter in his cell, seeking by 
threats, or by the promise of favours, to induce him to 
change his religion. The mother and daughters were 
reduced to a state of destitution; they lost everything. 
But they determined to demand justice at the foot of the 
throne. They appeared in Paris, and were received with 
extraordinary enthusiasm and tenderness. In spite of their 
religion, wise counsellors undertook their vindication. The 
statement made by young Lavaise, entirely the work of his 
own hand, was drawn up with such remarkable clearness, 
eloquence, and skill, that it was said the work of the 
youth might rival the work of the wisest and most able 
advocate, although he had never practised at the bar, or 
studied in the law. At length, after a protracted period 
(it took only a few days to conduct poor old Jean Galas 
to the wheel, it took two years to right his memory!), 
the decision of the judges was set aside, and it was 
declared that the old man had been unjustly condemned. 
The family was permitted to commence actions against 
the judges in order to bo reimbursed their expense, and to 
obtain damages for the injuries they had received ; and 
the family became in Paris the centre of a joy as wild and 
tumultous as the rage of oppression had been in Toulouse. 
The Paris judges were cheered by the crowd, and covered 
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with benedictions, and to make tlie circumstance still 
more affecting, their decision was pronounced on the 9th 
of March, the very day of the month on which Jean Calas 
perished by the most cruel punishment. In answer to a 
petition from the Court of Requests from the whole of the 
body, praying the king that he would repair by his bounty 
the ruin of the family, the king granted to the widow 
56,000 livres, with the distinct mention that of it she 
was to give 3,000 livres to the good servant who had 
persisted in defending the truth, and vindicating her 
master and his family. A curious illustration altogether of 
the mad unreasonableness of popular feeling — a singular, 
but by no means a solitary instance, for France is really 
famous for such mad and amazing displays. 

The cross, the sign of our salvation, has been asso- 
ciated with such circumstances and scenes, that it is 
almost wonderful it has not become an object of utter 
execration. Many of these scenes have been the produc- 
tion of the wild, infuriated tyranny of the mob, but it 
must be admitted — and it is with sorrow I write it ; for, 
indeed, I would not express myself with the intolerance of 
the bigot — that the Bomish priesthood has never sought 
to repress these mad violences. The case of the tragedy 
of the cross of Abbeville is one in point. There was a 
great wooden cross on the Pont Neuf ; it was so situated 
that it might very easily be injured — ^a cart might jostle 
against it, an innocent or harmless beast might injure it, 
for the cross was quite unprotected. One morning the 
criminal lieutenant gave the information that it had been 
considembly mutilated. A solemn expiatory procession 
was the first act of contrition ; then the cross was taken 
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down and removed to tlie Cathedral, where it was made 
the solemn object of reverence. But who were the per- 
petrators of this outrage ? Two months since some young 
men of high family passed a procession of Capuchins 
without taking off their hats. There was not the 
slightest proof, any more than in the case of Jean Calas, 
of the alleged crime. But ultimately, two young men 
were condemned ; the Chevalier de la Barre and D'Etal- 
londe were convicted of having sung abominable songs 
against the Virgin and the saints. They were boys of 
eighteen; they were sentenced to have the tongue cut 
out by the root, K the sufferer did not himself put out 
his tongue, it was to be drawn out with iron pincers, and 
then torn from him. The right hand was then to be cut 
off at the door of the principal church ; they were to be 
taken in a cart to the market-place ; they were to be fas- 
tened to a gallows with an iron chain, and to be burnt at 
a slow fire. One of the victims saved himself by flight. 
De la Barre went through a large portion of all this 
torture. He was nineteen years of age, but he endured 
his torments with the most stoical courage. The favour 
was granted that his head should be struck off before his 
body was consumed ; and as soon as this was done, the 
body was thrown into the burning pile, to the infinite 
comfort and satisfaction of the priests and the populace, 
who also threw into the same flames Voltaire's " Philo- 
sophical Dictionary." This did neither Voltaire nor the 
book any harm, but, on the contrary, gave a very fearful 
force to the dangerous doctrines and satires with which 
the book abounded. The news of the murder of the poor 
boy, who shines out like a truly noble youth in the trans- 
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action, was received with, horror even in many parts of 
France. His more fortnnate friend and companion in 
condemnation reached Prussia in safety, was received by 
Frederick the Great with open arms, and instantly made 
an officer in the Prussian army. But why cite such 
instances as these ? They are not rare. The story of 
every nation in Europe during the last four hundred years 
is full of them : instances in which the folly and im- 
becility and madness of popular ignorance have aU been 
turned to account by the cunning priesthood. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

THE HOBAL OF MANY LIVES. 

Some lives are purely didactic. Wliile reading them, we 
sit before the professor's chair, and listen for prelections, 
l^ot that there is an ostentations parade of instruction ; 
the best lessons are ever conveyed unobtrusively ; they are 
given rather as an influence and an example than as an 
oration. The life of Michael Angelo is of this character. 
A sentence from his lips reveals to us his v^hole life ; he 
teaches us by his own teachable spirit. This great man, one 
of the princes — ^if it be not more appropriate to call him 
a high priest of art — was ever learning. The two ends 
of his life meet in one. 

The first anecdote of him shows him, when only & 
painter's apprentice, and desirous of painting a fish, going 
to the fish-market to look at the eyes of a fish, to notice 
its colour and the delicacy of its fins. When a very old 
man, the Cardinal Famese found him solitary one day 
amidst the ruias of the Coliseum, and expressed his sur- 
prise, he said, " I go yet to school." One of his last 
drawings is a sketch of an old man with a beard, in a 
go-cart, an hour-glass before him, and the motto, Ancora 
imparo (I still learn). 

Certainly, every life is didactic. Every life, or the 
model of it, might be thrown into the form of an aphor- 
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ism : every life has some central lesson, and tliis miglit be 
obtained, distilled, and presented to tbe reader. A ruling 
passion, or a ruling principle, governs eacb; it is some- 
times thickly overlaid with the biographic style, and 
wrapped round with bandaging words ; but even through 
all it may be detected. Volcanoes would be vainly covered 
with pie-crust, and the impulses that have made a life 
worthy to be written at all cannot well be hidden, even by 
the worst and most ragged biographer. The central 
thought, the leading emotion, disseminates itself over the 
Ufe. 

How delightful to find one really so ! to read the history 
of a mind thus complete ! How rare to find one, and how 
still more rare to find the fingers able to hold the pen to 
record such a life — a life like that of Canova, so pure in 
its devotion to art ; so lofty in its sympathies ; so sublime 
and self-denying in its aspirations ; so full of lessons which 
may be serviceable, not only to the prosecution of the 
artist life, but, like all true lessons, available for every 
' ardent disciple in every school I 

Or a life like that of Washington — a life of such calm, 
high wisdom ; a man who could not be moved to corrup- 
tion or to triumph ; the model of a senator, whose life, 
ever since his death, has been reading to us lessons of the 
esthetics of government. Few names have attained to a 
place of such importance in history as Washington. Its 
simplicity is astonishing to eyes accustomed only to the 
pomp of modem princes and to the glare of noisy 
warriors. 

Such lives as these are, in the memory, like impressive 
paintings in subdued colour. Turn to them whenever we 
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will, we find the mingled prudence and power wHch they 
develop have lessons for the government and mastery of 
our own lives, and we recognise in this one of the nses of 
superior men — ^the subjecting us to the monarchy of their 
higher example and will, the acknowledgment of their 
more lofty method of life. 

In this didactic classification of great lives, it is instruc- 
tive to contrast the life vnth and the life withmt method ; 
and it will be found, the acting with or without plan — the 
submission of the life to some great ruling principles, or 
the holding it loose to every impulse — this makes tlie 
great diiSerence between men and men. The literary life 
has unfortunately abounded with illustrations of this 
methodless being; and, as this forms one of the prime 
lessons of biography, we may linger over some illustra- 
tions, frequently as ludicrous as they are affecting. An 
anecdote or two often are as lamps to the knowledge of a 
whole life-biography. 

The life of Samuel Taylor Coleridge was one singularly 
without method, and to this is to be ascribed the fact that* 
he did so little, compared with his vast endowments. Look 
at him in early life, when he and Southey were lecturing 
' together at Bristol. He had requested his friend to permit 
him to deliver a lecture, for which the future laureate was 
engaged, ** On the Rise, Progress, and Decline of the 
Soman Empire," and then troubled himself no farther 
about the matter. 

"At the usual hour,*' says Mr. Cottle, "the room was 
thronged; the moment for commencement arrived; 
patience was preserved for a quarter, for half an hour, but 
stUl no lecturer. At length it was communicated to the 
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impatient assembly that a circnmstance, sincerely to be 
regretted, would prevent Mr. Coleridge giving bis lectnro 
that evening. Some few present learned the truth, but 
the major part retired under the impression that Mr 
Coleridge had either broken his leg or that some severe 
domestic affliction had happened. His rather habitual 
absence of mind, with the little importance he generally 
attached to engagements, renders it likely that at this very 
time he might have been found composedly smoking his 
pipe, and lost in profound musings on his divine Su6que<* 
hanah." 

In 1814 he was engaged to deliver, in Bristol, his 
lectures on Shakespeare — those lectures so suggestive and 
important. He accordingly took his journey from London 
by the coach in order to arrive in time for their delivery. 
The engagement was expressly to commence on a certain 
day, and considerable efforts were making to assemble an 
audience ; but on the way Coleridge discovered that the 
coach contained the sister of a friend of his in North 
Wales, whither she was going. By the time he reached 
Bath, he had made up his mind that it was his duty to 
leave the good people of Bristol to form their own judg- 
ment on Shakespeare, while he went forward to North 
Wales with the lady as a piece of gallantry. Perhaps 
this is without precedent or parallel. But we cannot 
wonder at want of success, at any amount of disappoints 
ment or penury, in a life illustrated by incidents like 
these. They evidence to us a powerlessness of will — the 
foundation not only of Coleridge's unhappiness, but of the 
misery of all lives like his. A writer, whose comparisons 
never fail to convey adequate impressions, John Foster, has 
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said, speaking of this extraordinary man : — " It is but a 
feeble image for comparison that is recalled to us, in the 
description of some fine, fleet, and powerful animal, 
desperately and vainly bounding and plunging over the 
wilderness, under a leopard, fixed with fangs and talons 
over its crest. The appropriate image would be that of a 
beautiful spirit, closely and relentlessly pursued, grappled 
at, poisoned, and paralysed, by a demon from the dark 
world." Thus powerless was poor Coleridge, beneath the 
(bewildering enchantments of opium. 

And Goldsmith — poor Goldy — his was a life without 
method. Who has not read of his projected voyage to 
America, how he converted his horse into cash to pay the 
'Expenses of the voyage, and took his berth, paying the 
captain for his freight and the other etceteras of the 
•journey. But wind did not answer for three weeks. 
^^ My misfortune," says he, " was, that when the wind 
served I happened to be with a party in the country, and 
my friend, the captain, never inquired after me, but set 
«ail, with as much indifEerence as if I had been on board." 
When the Duke of Northumberland sent an invitation to 
'Goldsmith, for the express purpose of asking him in what 
way he could do him any kindness, delighted with his 
newly-published poem, "The Traveller" (the Duke was 
just about to depart for Ireland, as Lord-Lieutenant) 
and hearing that Goldsmith was a native of that country, 
sent for him, to make him the offer of his services.. "And 
what did you say ? " said Sir John Hawkins, who had 
met Goldsmith at Northumberland House. " Why," said 
he, " I .could say nothing but that I had a brother, a 
clergyman, there, who stood in need of help ; as for 
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myself, I have no great dependence on tlie promises of 

great men; I look to the booksellers for support — ^they 

are my best friends, and I am not inclined to forsake 

them for others." " Thus," continues Sir John Hawkins, 

" did this idiot, in the afbirs of the world, trifle with his 

fortunes, and put back the hand that was held out to 

assist him." We can by no means admit the ungracious 

word idiot ; it is disgraceful to the man who would use it 

in such a connection ; but, with all the afEection we feel 

for the memory of Goldsmith, we may readily perceive 

that this was an opportunity for serving himself, and thus 

more certainly serving his brother ; at the same time, we 

appreciate the noble independence the anecdote reveals. 

And Bums also illustrates this classification of lives 

without method ; he says himself, " My life flowed on in 

the same course till my twenty-third year ; vive V amour et 

vive la bagatelle were my sole principles of action." Again, 

he tells us, '* I learnt to fill my glass, and to mix, without 

fear, in a drunken squabble ; yet I went on with a high 

hand with my geometry, till the sun entered Virgo, a 

month which is always a carnival in my bosom, when a 

charming ^Ze^^e, who lived next door to the school, overset 

my trigonometry, and set me ofE at a tangent from the 

sphere of my studies. I, however, struggled on with my 

sines and cosines for a few days more ; but stepping into 

the garden, one charming noon, to take the sun*s altitude, 

there I met my angel, like 

'* * Froeerpine^ gathering flowers. 
Herself the fairest flower.' " 

!N'ow, these illustrations have been cited from no want 
of sympathy with the eminent men of whom they are the 
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memorials, but because tbe anecdotes are indexes to the 
life ; and, eminent as they all confessedly were, they are 
the representatives of a large class of men, whose useful- 
ness was limited because the impulses of their life were 
not placed beneath strong harness and control — they had 
not one master aim to neutralise their master passion; 
the waves of passing excitement bore them along, and 
they surrendered themselves, without opposition, to those 
waves. This is life without method, a life that has not 
been constrained to the dominion of law, a life that has 
not been compelled to walk beneath the light of some 
great objective principle. 

Some men seem to have been curiously emancipated 
from all the conditions imposed by time, living in a 
normal state of absenteeism. Eamsden was a great 
mechanical genius. It has been said of him that he 
never kept an engagement of any sort, never finished 
any work punctually, and never failed to promise what 
he always failed to perform. George III. knew him very 
well; he particularly wanted an instrument, he sent for 
Hamsden, who undertook to make it. The King told him 
to name his own time, only to keep it. As usual with 
him, the work was scarcely begun as the time drew near 
appointed for its delivery. At last, it was finished, and 
Bamsden posted with it down to Kew, and drove up to 
the palace gates. " Is the King at home ? " he said to the 
astonished pages and domestics. They were quite indis- 
posed to admit him, but he said they had only to mention 
Mr. Eamsden, and they would see that the King would 
be glad to see him. He was right, he was very graciously 
received. The King expressed his high satisfaction with 
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the instmmciit, examining it cairefiilly, then, smiling, he 
turned to Eamsden, and paid him a curious compliment : 
*' I have been told," he said, "• Mr. Bamsden, that you are 
considered to be the least punctual man in all England, 
but you have brought home this instrument on the 
very day we appointed ; you have only mistaken the 
yearT' 

Now, in contradistinction to this may be placed the 
life with method — a life that does resolve itself into 
principles of action, and does acknowledge some great 
purpose and plan ; indeed, the life of prudence. It has 
been said that the highest impulses are incompatible with 
the prudential character. Biography rectifies this error, 
and assures us of numerous instances in which they 
existed in combination. We might cite the highest 
instances, and it will be obvious that, however the mord 
light and trifling flakes of genius may be thrown off with- 
out any effort, and certainly without any concentrated 
plan or aim, the great vertebres and colunmar works can 
only be executed by repeated battles and conflicts, and a 
determined reaching forward to the great task ; and as 
we see this in the works of the most distinguished men, 
so from their works we find the law governing their lives. 
There is evidence sufficient to show that it was so in the 
most lofty instances ; but we content ourselves with cita- 
tions from the inferior names. The life of John Home 
Tooke may be selected from hundreds of instances illus- 
trative of this daring in the very highest degree; bold, 
it might be thought, to rashness. It is surprising how 
that great man held the fervid passions of his intellect in 
mastery and control ; his vehemence of spirit, his reckless 
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insolence of demeanonr, were aU, in fact, the result of 
premeditation — were all arranged to produce the results 
which, in fact, they did produce. The history of English, 
jurisprudence and legislation does not furnish another 
instance so remarkable as that which led erentually to his 
change of name. 

Mr. Tooke, a gentleman of moderate wealth, a political 
friend, sought the advice of John Home in a case which 
appeared desperate, in consequence of the purchase of an 
estate called Purley, from whence the great philological 
work derived its name. His friend was involved in vexa- 
tious litigation about manorial rights with a neighbouring 
gentleman of great wealth and influence, who had betaken 
himself to the last expedient, an Act of Parliament. That 
day was the palmy age of English corruption, and the 
Bill had been hurried through two readings. The third 
reading would receive the final sanction of the House of 
Commons, and on the day previous to that reading, Mr. 
Tooke stated his case mournfully and despairingly to 
John Home. ** If the facts be as you represent them, the 
House shall not pass that Bill.'* This was the reply. He 
was not a member of the House, and it sounds little short 
of insanity from a man who was only known to the 
Government of the day to be hated by it. Yet he, a 
private scholar, living in quietude and retirement, sprung 
like a tiger forward, and arrested the progress of the 
Bill. He immediately addressed a letter, most pointedly 
offensive, to the Speaker of the House of Commons, and 
caused it to be inserted in the newspaper rendered so 
popular by the insertion of the letters of Junius, on condi- 
tion that when the printer was called up, he should, of 
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course, disclose the author's name. His object was, that 
thus the House should be compelled to give a more formal 
attention to the BUI, as well as to direct the attention of 
the country to the mode of transacting business in the 
House ; and thus he was confident he should frustrate the 
measure, willing to take the consequences upon himself. 
The sensation was great upon the day after the appearance 
of the letter. All the business of the House was sus- 
pended to inquire into the flagrant outrage upon its 
dignity ; "a dignity so vulnerable by a plain charge of 
misconduct, though it had not been injured in the least by 
the misconduct of itself." The printer was called before 
the House ; he came, and instantly gave up the name of the 
criminal, who had taken care to be already in the House, 
prepared to confront, probably with very little trepidation, 
the whole anger of the august assembly, and there dis- 
avowing all disrespect to the Speaker, whom he had 
libelled, he calmly explained the motives of the pro- 
ceeding, and poured a luminous explanation over the 
assembly in reference to the case of his friend. The ob- 
noxious Bill was immediately thrown out, and several 
resolutions passed to prevent such precipitate proceed- 
ings for the future. Home escaped with a nominal pun- 
ishment. 

Now, this is one of the most extraordinary illustrations 
of method and design in human conduct. Here every 
part of the plan was laid, and the mental eye saw all, and 
noted the consequences of each movement. But how ex- 
traordinary must have iDeen the mental discipline of that 
character that could so instantly have arranged its plans 
and designs! In this anecdote the whole biography of 
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the man seems to stand revealed to us. Daring, yet with- 
ont rashness ; resolute, and jet so unscrupulously flexible, 
in order that the end might be gained. 

John Home Tooke is by no means our picture of a 
normal man ; but his life was as Ifruly mapped out to him- 
self as the life of many a more extraordinary man. He 
knew, if any man ever knew, how to captain and com- 
mand his ideas. He marshalled them to his will, and this 
is the prominent charactenstic of the methodic intellect. 
Some men's ideas lie all before them — ^they see them at 
a glance ; the ideas of other men come trailing after them 
— ^they see what should have been used when the opportu- 
nity for use has gone by. Such men can never be the 
avant couriers of thought ; they might more appropriately 
be called the baggage-waggon. 

Johnson is always thought of as a contrast to Gold- 
smith. His was a most methodic life. In the prosecution 
of that truly stupendous work, his " Dictionary," he was 
fully sensible of the difficulties before him, and nobly 
conscious of his own abilities. When Dr. Adams found 
him busy upon it one day, he said to him, '* This is a 
great work, sir. How are you to get all the etymolo- 
gies?" 

**Why, sir," said Johnson, "here is a shelf with 
Junius, and Skinner, and others ; and there is a Welsh 
gentleman, who has published a collection of Welsh, pro- 
verbs, who will help me in Welsh." 

" But," said Adams, " how can you do this in three 
years ? " 

" Sir, I have no doubt I can do it in three years." 

" But," continued Adams, " the French Academy 
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Union, consisting of forty members, took forty years to 
complete their Dictionary." 

" Sir," replied Johnson, " thus it is — this is the propor- 
tion: Let me see, forty times forty is sixteen hundred. 
As three to sixteen hundred, so is the proportion of an 
Englishman to a Frenchman." 

And Johnson was not a boaster. A grufE, but real man, 
his life .was passed beneath the influence of great and 
presiding duties. Many of those duties, it may be, were 
grave prejudices ; but the world has seldom had a firmer, 
more faithful, and more loving heart to bless it than that 
of old Samuel Johnson. All his writings are little com- 
pared with his life — that was great. Nobody feels much 
the reality of the '* Bambler " or of " Basselas," still less 
do we care about ** Irene" or the "Poems." But John- 
son carrying the victim of disease and dissipation on his 
back through Meet Street — Johnson quitting the society 
of GUrrick and his actresses, and the reason he assigned 
for it — John^n by the death-bed side of Catherine 
Chambers — these are the situations in which we like to 
see him. So also the graphic little incident mentioned by 



^' Bos well : 



" As we walked along the Strand to-night, arm-in-arm, 
a woman of the town accosted us in the usual enticing 
manner. *No, no, my girl,' said Johnson; *it won't do.' 
He, however, did not treat her with harshness, and we 
p talked of the wretched life of such women." 

Everything that we see and know of Johnson revolves 

b round a high consistency. There is no inflation in his 

life ; it is quiet and solemn. All that he does, he does with 

system and with method. The wretchedness that lived 
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ocmsiani] J with Groldsmith never approached the home 
and heart of Johnson. He possessed no facilities which 
Gtoldsmith did not possess. His style had not those 
popular attractions which have made Goldsmith beloved 
wherever the English langnage is spoken. He wrote, 
probably, with greater difficulty. He came to London, 
like Goldsmith, withont introduction or home, and, like 
him, wrote for bread, and knew that if the lines were not 
written the bread would not come. Yet what makes and 
marks the di&rence between these two men ? The one, 
economical without penuriousness, moves everywhere re- 
spected and honoured ; the other, most lavishly generous, 
fails to win respect, though everywhere commanding love. 
The one in death receives the homage and respect which 
titled dignity is fond of paying to departed genius ; the 
other is buried in silence from the disgrace attaching to his 
memory, from two thousand pounds of debt hanging over 
his cofBn. Now, what was the element of character that 
produced this amazing difference ? Perhaps Goldsmith 
was a better man than Johnson. He certainly was, in the 
higher sense, the wiser ; but he was a waif upon the waves 
of circumstance. Johnson, riding in a broad vessel, 
adapted the helm to the wave, and thus rode over the 
billows of life in triumph. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE CONTINGENCIES OF BIOGRAPHY. 

Our readers would not thank us, perhaps, if we were to 
conduct them through many speculations, by far more 
curious than profitable ; if we, for instance, inquired into 
the authenticity of that idea of Mr. Coleridge's, that 
** the history of a man for the nine months preceding his 
birth would, probably, be far more interesting, and con- 
tain events of greater moment, than all the threescore and 
ten years that follow it." However this may be, the 
contingencies of biography are certainly worthy of notice.- 
"It may not be devoid of amusement," says Samuel 
Bailey, the keen and reflective author of the " Essays on 
the Publication of Opinions," **to trace the consequences 
which would have ensued, or rather which would have 
been prevented, had the father of some eminent character 
formed a different matrimonial connection. Suppose the 
father of Bonaparte had married any other lady than the 
one who was actually destined to become his mother. 
Agreeably to the tenor of the preceding observations, it is 
obvious that Bonaparte himself would not have appeared 
in the world ; the affairs of France would have fallen mto 
different hands, and have been conducted in another 
manner ; the measures of the British Cabinet, the debates 
in Parliament, the subsidies to foreign powers, the battles 

24 
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by sea and land, the marches and connter-marcheSy the 
wonnds, deaths, and promotions, the fears, hopes, and 
anxieties of a thousand individuals — -would all hare been 
different. The speculations of those writers and speakers 
who employed themselves in discussing these various sub- 
jects and canvassing the conduct of this celebrated man, 
would not have been called forth. The train of ideas in 
every mind interested in public afEairs would not have 
been the same; Pitt would not have made the same 
speeches, nor Fox the same replies ; Lord Byron's poetry 
would have wanted some splendid passages ; the Duke of 
Wellington might stiU have been plain Arthur Welles- 
ley ; Mr. Warden would not have written his book, nor tte 
'Edivhurgh critic his review of it ; nor could the author 
of this essay have availed himself of this illustration. The 
imagination of the reader will easily carry him through 
all the consequences to soldiers and sailors, tradesmen 
and artisans, printers and booksellers, downward through 
every gradation of society. In a word, when we take 
into account these various consequences, and the thousand 
ways in which the mere intelligence of Bonaparte's pro- 
ceedings, and of the measures pursued to counteract them, 
influenced the feelings, the speech, and the actions of 
mankind, it is scarcely too much to say that the single 
circumstance of Bonaparte's marrying as he did has more 
or less affected almost every individual in Europe, as 
well as a numerous multitude in the other quarters of the 
globe. 

Dr. Southey stretches his imagination farther still : ''A 
single miscarriage among my millions of grandmothers 
might have cut ofE the entail from my mortal being ; the 
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snuff of a candle, a fall, a fright — sncli things are hap- 
pening daily ; one such among them all, I tremble to think 
of it ! One of my ancestors was, as the phrase is, * out ' 
in a certain rebisllion ; his heart, led him into the field, and 
his heels got him out of it ; had he been less nimble, or 
had he been taken and hanged — and hanged he would 
have been if taken — there would have been no * Ego ' at 
this day ; no history of Dr. Daniel Dove ; the doctor 
would hare been like the heroes who lived before Aga- 
memnon, and his immortaliser would never have lived 
at all." 

All this may be very frivolous ; but, perhaps, the con- 
tingencies of biography might form as profitable a study 
as its uses — nay, be a preliminary chapter to its uses. 

Trifles appear to be the very pivots and axletrees of 
even the greatest biographies. A trifle is sometimes the 
centre of a future history. Innumerable trifles have pre- 
served us all until this moment. On what a number of 
trivial brittle threads hung the " Pilgrim's Progress " of 
Bunyan ; for he had many providential escapes during his 
early life. Once he fell into a creek of the sea, once out 
of a boat into the river, once into the river near Bedford, 
and each time narrowly escaped drowning. One day an 
adder crossed his path. He stxmned it with a kick, then 
forced open its mouth with a stick, and plucked out the 
tongue, which he supposed to be the sting, with his fingers, 
" by which act," he says, " had not God been merciful 
unto me, I might, by my desperateness, have brought 
myself to an end." If this, indeed, were an adder, and 
not a harmless snake, his escape from the fangs was more 
remarkable than he himself was aware of. A circumstance 

24—2 
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which, was likely to impress him more deeply occurred in 
the eighteenth year of his age, when, being a soldier in 
the Parliament's army, he was drawn out to go to the 
seige of Leicester, in 1645. One of the same company 
wished to go in his stead ; Bnnyan consented to exchange 
with him ; and his Tolnnteer substitute, standing sentinel 
one day at the seige, was shot through the head with a 
musket-ball. " This risk," Sir Walter Scott obgerves, 
but surely with less propriety than marks his uBual oo- 
servations, '' was one somewhat resembling the escape of 
Sir Roger de Coverley in an action at Worcester, who was 
saved from the slaughter of the action by having been 
absent from the field." 

It appears amazing to us that Milton should have been 
preserved to write the "Paradise Lost." His life was 
sought, and he was only saved by a mock funeral. 

Somebody has said there is no such thing in the world 
as a trifle ; there is certainly no little event which is not 
under the dominion of some sovereign law. A step to the 
right or the left preserves the soldier from the unseen 
bullet. A hasty word has sometimes cost a man his life, 
and an idle laugh or a careless jest has broken the ties of 
the strongest friendship. Gomines, the historian, was once 
visiting the Duke of Burgundy, and, returning, lie 
sportively commanded the Duke to pull off his boots. 
The Duke performed the service for him, but concluded 
by thrusting the boot into the historian's face. For this 
offence, Gomines ever afterwards sought by his writings 
to render the Duke infamous ; and, when many years had 
passed, his books were tinctured with the venom of hatred. 
We do not yet understand, and very few persons believe. 
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that by a law within itself every thought propagates and 
grows down to the remotest ages of time — ^nay, we say 
eternity; that actions, however trifling, as surely per- 
petuate their kind and like, as any other active living 
product whatever. 

It is impossible for the full results of any action to be 
foreseen. The future cannot be reached from the highest 
pedestal of the present. Many deeds, at flrst, seem as 
insignificant as the little mountain stream, that sends « 
out into the valley a slender tiny thread, but which goes 
on enlarging and expanding until it becomes a mighty 
river. " No man can at the same time fill his cup from 
the source and from the mouth of the Nile." The little 
waters that genius calls forth from the rock of truth in 
this day, are destined to become the salvation streams of 
future generations. Who of the living of our time will 
be denominated greatest in future ages, is all a mystery. 
Perhaps he is now bending over his flickering lamp, in 
some dim closet which the world's cold eye has never 
penetrated, or perchance is in the furrow, toiling for his 
daily bread. 

Tamerlane, afterwards the mighty conqueror of Asia, 
once, when a young man, rested from his labours, 
despondent. Musing upon the difficulties of life, his eye 
fell upon an ant climbing up a steep hill with a grain 
of corn. Repeatedly it fell back with its burden, and 
not until the seventieth trial were its efforts successful. 
The warrior, in after life, crowned with the glories of 
conquest, declared that in countless emergencies he had 
been preserved from despair by the recollection of the 
perseverance of the ant. When that monarch swept 
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throngli Asia, at the head of his conntless legions, like 
a destroying whirlwind, he rode on the back of that in- 
significant ant. And when he bmlt his pyramid of 
seventy thousand hnman sknlls, he might have appro- 
priately crowned it with the ant and its bnrden. 

Bobert Brace, once hopeless that he should liberate 
Scotland, retired to a hut, and threw himself on a heap 
of straw, almost overpowered with mental agony, and 
looking ronnd, he saw a spider endeavouring to swing 
itself by a thread from one beam to another. Defeat 
seemed but to add vigour to its efforts, and at the eighth 
attempt it gained its end. Bruce remembered that he 
had been defeated just seven times. He considered the 
occurrence a presage of his ovm future success. He 
called his followers around him, inspired them with fresh 
courage, and released his country from the grasp of the 
oppressor. 

Helen, the most beautiful woman of her time, having 
been prevailed upon to abandon her husband by Paris, 
the Trojan, and fly with him to Troy, the Trojan war — 
which lasted ten years, and resulted in the destruction of 
Troy — ^was the consequence. Greece sent one hundred 
ships and one hundred thousand men to recover her; 
and some of the most renowned warriors of antiquity 
were engaged in the enterprise. 

" This woman was enticed from her husband — ^in itself 
not a very uncommon event — three thousand years ago, 
and the world since that time has been repeating the story. 
It was upon this subject that the greatest Greek and Latin 
authors wrote inspiredly — ^Horner and Virgil found in it 
their theme. And thus this little occurrence, like the 
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little breeze playing in tlie harp-strings, awoke melody on 
tliose human lyres that charms the whole world of soul." 
- " * Overlook nothing,' was the motto of Talleyrand. 
The gnat may sting the lion to madness, and the smallest 
breath of air blown into a vein will extinguish life's 
ethereal lamp as suddenly as a cannon-ball in the heart. 
An iron pike has been driven into a soldier's eye and 
through his brain, and yet the wound has not proved 
mortal. But the great anatomist, Spigelius, gathering up 
the fragments of a broken glass, after his daughter's wed- 
ding, scratched his finger slightly, and death was the 
result. There is a subtle poison so deadly that, if a single 
atom of it be placed in the system, it instantly contami- 
nates every fibre of the frame and palsies the heart. And 
thus it is without our interior life. It may be inoculated 
with a virus so minute as to escape our notice — ^wrapped, 
perhaps, in a single word, but which may empoison our 
days. 

" Nothing, therefore, is so much a trifle that the greatest 
may not derive advantage from it. Kothing is so small 
as to be beneath our notice. We would not have men 
constantly occupying their minds with little objects, and 
drawing from th^n mighty inferences. It is the province 
of small minds to magnify small matters ; but it is also 
the province of large minds to give small things their 
legitimate place, remembering that the richest gem is but 
little larger than a grain of sand, and that the whole globe 
is composed of atoms." 

We have pursued this matter thus far, and now may 
say there is no vainer work than to lingier over the '* ifs," 
" hads," and •* buts " of biography. If Harold had not 



376 "its" op history. 

come vearied to the battle of Hastings from a weU-fought 
field in the north of England; had Cromwell and Fjin 
shipped to the colonies, taking refnge from the persecntioii 
of Charles; if Charles and James had been shot at the 
battle of Worcester; or if Bichard Cromwell had been 
eqnal to his father — ^these are great " ifs," but the little 
ones are more snggestiye. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

AKD THE LAST. 

It was intended that the chapter just concluded should 
have been our last ; but a few other things may be added 
by the way of epilogue. There is a reflection forcing 
itself upon us that, in spite of all the desolation that has 
fallen over our planet, in spite of the sensuality of our 
race, and even commingled with the very sensuality of 
our race, how much of spirituality there is ; for is not all 
this biography, this life- writing — is it not all' mind- 
writing, is it not all the development of a higher than the 
animal nature ? Although in truth we have heard of the 
biography of birds and beasts, of rooks and hares, and 
very interesting Yfe have sometimes found such bio- 
graphies to be ; yet they are principally useful to us from 
their mere utilitarian character, or as illustrations of the 
sympathy of man ; we do not read the presence of spiri- 
tual power, we do not find the wonderful action of soul. 
All human biography presents itself to us as the record of 
a being animated by the sense of conscious responsi- 
bilities, and by illimitable and determined ambitions. It 
is surely impossible to turn over the pages of biography, 
and to believe that the being whose life this is, commenced 
and terminated his career as mechanised, hardened, 
animated clay. It is impossible to give the body of the 
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man mnch credit for all that was done. The body we 
feel to be merely the channel through which something 
loftier than itself acted npon it and on the world. The 
history of the world is the history of the Spirit : spirit is 
all in all ; it is the overruling power directing the lines 
and battalions on the field, and superintending the cam- 
paign and the seige ; it is the genius of all State policy 
and cunning; we feel that no possible combination of 
mere matter could ever pi^duce a Mazarin, a Eichelieu, a 
Wolsey, or a Becket — that TaUeyrands and Mirabeaus are 
but themselves the seen and felt agents of some wonder- 
fully etherial power, to which we give in the body " a 
local habitation and a name." We find that all the forces 
man can exercise — ^his powers and sleight of hand, his 
skull and form of brain, his erect position, his foot and 
his thumb, — ^all these wonderful distinguishments are the 
utterances of a hidden power; they are indexes, so to 
speak ; they are not causes, but results ; man has them in 
virtue of something higher ; he has a thumb and hand 
because he can use it; he has a larger brain and more 
convolved lobes and organisations, because they are in- 
tended thus to be the residence of more exalted and 
forcible powers than those which find their residence 
in the lower orders of animals. 

Mind — the history of mind — ^the chronicle of the 
wonders of the human mind — ^this is what we may deno- 
minate all biographic records. If we did not demand all 
which meets us should be so sensualised, we might find, 
very frequently, innumerable biographies where no human 
word had been spoken. Men write their lives down in 
their performances to those who can read them. The 
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painting is the record of one life, and the stone of another. 
Looking thns at the painting of Salvator Bosa, wfi must 
hare some idea of the mind of the man ; or of Glande, 
or of Wonvermans, or of Wilkie. Looking at the stone 
of Bonbillac or Thorwaldsen, of Mazman or of Chantry, 
we say, these men breathed their minds into these things, 
and we can read the mind while we gaze ; they are written 
conceptions ; ' and is not the secret of all the valne we 
attach to men's lives in this, that we rejoice to find mind 
alive in the world, working, and, it may be, attempting, 
and thus we love any biography whatever ? 

We will revert to a view we expressed in the earlier 
chapters of this volume. Why do we take so perennial 
an interest in great men ? It is really because they live 
to reveal to us now the state of the human mind, and of 
human affections and human societies, in other and past 
conditions of our world's history. We see one figure 
dimly shadowed forth to us ; one form rises aloft, beyond 
and above the men of its age. Look at the distant battle- 
field — the hosts are lost; we see them swaying, strug- 
gling to and fro, beaten down indiscriminate — ^in one wild 
medley they pass along together ; but see yonder nodding 
plumes, how brightly the sun shines on yonder helmet ; 
and now they, the poor wrestlers, lift him up, and place 
him on their shields, and hail him as great ; we see Mm 
now through them ; he is brought nearer to us ; but yet, 
but for those thousands who pass altogether out of our 
sight, he had been altogether unknown ; he is applauded 
as great, because he impersonates their greatness ; they 
gather round him, they bear him aloft, they hold him up 
to our view, because he embodies themselves. 
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How much more might be said, how many more in- 
stances might be given, to illustrate the native force and 
the freedom of the human soul. The story of Paracelsus, 
by the sparks and flames of his furnace, revealing the at* 
tempts of a nature far greater than its possessor, with 
all his consciousness and restlessness, was aware of. The 
story of Columbus, travelling, after long waiting and 
many disappointments, the dreadful and untracked deep, 
carrying, indeed, a charmed life ; holding, indeed, in his 
hands the key of the unknown, undiscovered world ; but 
for himself only to be the victim of knavery and oppres- 
sion. The story of Faust, with his strange confusion of 
forms cut in wood, and the sheets strangely printed in 
red and black, the wizard masters of all revolutions, while 
their unfortunate inventor flies over the roofs of houses 
to escape from the vulgar multitude, believing he had 
sold himself to the devil, and signed the compact in his 
own blood. Who lies yonder on his sick bed with a 
broken limb, and what is that he reads P It is Ignatius 
Loyola, the founder of the order of Jesuits. He is read- 
ing the lives of the saints, and he will spring from that 
sick bed to enter the courts of princes and popes, and 
guide the sceptre of authority alike in the Old World and 
the New ; mysteriously arresting and breaking the charm 
of the Reformation. Why are the people gathering in 
the streets of Constance ? It is because John Huss has 
arrived — is even now. before the Council, which will not 
suffer him to depart until they have handed him over to 
the flames. Why are the roads to Worms so thronged ? 
It is because Martin Luther comes along, undaunted by 
the fate of Huss, to fling down the defiance of ages un- 
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bom before emperors, popes, and kings, and to exclaim, 
"Here I stand, and can do no other, so, help me, God." 
See the people gathering on the Hoe, in Plymouth, to 
w$itch the Golden Hind anchoring in the bay, after her 
voyage round the world, beneath the pilotage of Drake. 
How long the catalogue of the world's great moments 
and great actors might be ; and it is as fresh and full of 
adventure and life to-day as ever. So truly it has been 
said weariness is personal, it is not transmitted as a 
heritage. The man in the twelfth century was wearied 
with the Crusades; but man in. the thirteenth sprang 
forth in the fulness of alacrity and life. Man to-day in 
England is wearied and worn ; but he springs forth, 
young and fresh again, in Australia, whore the youth of 
nature creates new youth in men. And all the ages and 
their actors testify that the soul of man is not, as some 
pleasant teachers affirm, a mere combination and con- 
fluence of molecular affinities. " The spirit of man is the 
candle of the Lord," and the breath of the Almighty 
giveth him understanding ; and not only is life great when 
it is conspicuous and known. How often do we find the 
haunts of silence and the shadiest dells of obscurity give 
the same reply. 

For certainly the pages of biography in their width and 
variety may, if wisely studied, convey to the reader some 
such lesson as that conveyed with such tenderness and 
strength by Lessing in the parable of the Bing. There 
dwelt in the East a man who from a friend received a 
ring of endless worth, for it not only held a precious 
atone — an opal, that shot an ever-changing tint — but it had 
also the hidden virtue to make its owner beloved of Ood 
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and maiL He bequeathed it to the most beloved of his 
sons, and ordained that he again shonld leave the ring^ to 
the mo9t dear among his children ; and so, indeed, it was 
handed on for many ages, from generation to generation, 
nntil at last came a father who had the ring, but who had 
three sons, all alike obedient, and whom he loved alike. 
As death approached, the father became embarrassed. 
To which shonld he give the ring ? He sent in secret to 
a jeweller, and he commanded him npon the model of the 
real ring to spare no toil, no cost, in making two others 
qnite like bhe true one. On his death-bed, he called sepa- 
rately his sons, bestowed on each his blessing, and died. 
But then it was discovered that each claimed to possess 
the ring, and as the rings could not be discriminated from 
each other, each brother went to the judge, each swearing 
tmly that he had received the ring he had from his 
father ;. and the judge said, " You cannot call your father 
before my seat, and therefore I cannot give a sentence. 
Am I to read enigmas, and the ring will not unseal its 
lips ? But you tell me the real ring enjoys the hidden 
power to make its wearer beloved of Qod and man. Let 
that decide which of you brothers loves the best. Let 
each endeavour to vie with both his brothers in displaying 
the virtue of his ring. Assist its might with gentleness, 
benevolence, forbearance, with inward resignation. Then 
in a thousand years, before a higher Judge, it shall be 
seen who has the ring." 

Thus the life of the soul is a Divine gift — a ring con- 
ferred by God. But life only becomes a blessing when we 
assist the Divine idea, and then, whether the life be 
solitary and silent, or illustrious, and conspicuous, it is 
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all as one. For there is life which is merely used, and 
there is life which is blessed in the using. There are 
men .whose lives are like the blind instincts of thunder- 
storms, like lightning, or any of the great forces of 
nature. They are used, not blessed ; they are like 
Jepthas, Jeiius, and Amaziahs. This may be said of 
many a pope, and kaiser, and king. And there are others, 
blessed lives — useful not only to others, but a fountain of 
blessedness in themselves ; like .David or like Paul, used 
and blessed. They seem to own the ring which makes the 
wearer beloved of Gt)d and man. 
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ANGLICAN CHURCH PORTRAITS. By the 
Rev. J. Guinness Rogers, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth. 7/6 

Elaborate Sketches of Fourteen Notable Churchmen of the 
Present Day. The Persons sketched are : — Dr. Tait, Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury — Dr. THOMSON, Archbishop of York — 
. Dr. A. P. Stanley, . Pean of Westminster — Dr. Baring, 
i^ishop of Durham — Canon PusEY — Dr. Temple, Bishop of 
Exeter — The Late Canon Kingsley— Dr. Wordsworth, 
Bishop of Lincoln — Dr. Eraser, Bishop of Manchester — Dr. 
Goodwin, Bishop of Carlisle — Canon Liddon — Dr. Thirl- 
WALL, late Bishop of St. David's — Dr. Wilberforce, late 
Bishop of Winchester — and Dr. Jackson, Bishop of London. 

" The volume is a valuable and permanent contribution to the ecclesias- 
tical history of the last twenty years." — Congregationalist. 

" There are fourteen portraits, beginning with the Primate and ending 
with the Bishop of London, and they are an marked by discrimination and 
intelligence, combined with great aptitude for seizing on the points which 
bet serve to illustrate principles. The volume abounds in facts, as well as 
in personal criticism, and the latter is fair, candid, and generous in tone. 
Indeed, some of the subjects of Mr. Rogers' scrutiny fare much better at 
his hand dian they do at the hands of members of their own Church, who 
seem to think bishop-bating one of the best and most useful of ecclesiastical 
pastimes. The book is an eminently readable one, and will, we hope, be 
read by both Episcopalians and Nonconformists." — Liberator. 

** The point of view from which the portraits are taken is that of an 
anti-State Churchman, and that standpoint being assumed, we believe them 
to have been honestly produced, ' nothing extenuated nor aught set down in 
malice.' Of course, under other aspects, the men look very differently from 
what they do here. We ^ould like to see a portrait of Mr. J. G. Rogers 
from a bishop's point of view. ^ It will be useful to Dissenters to know now 
ecclesiastical dignitaries stand in relation to our great principles, and upon 
this Mr. Rogers is good authority. Here we have the Pnmate and the 
more notable bishops and canons drawn to the life with pen and ink by one 
who judges that their honours have been glittering but cumbrous chains to 
them."— ifiv. C. H. Spurgeon in ** Sword and Trowel." 
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The book is ably done, and no intelligent reader will master its con- 
tents without better understanding^ the rontroversy, in certain of its bear- 
ines, which Konconformity maintains with that State-patronised sect still 
called *the Church.'"— ^a>/M/. 

" Mr. Rogers has written a book which should do something to promote 
the onlv possible 'comprehension' — which may be said to lie in tolerant 
sympatny and a desire to see the good in those who differ from us.^ That he, 
a vigorous Ncmconfmrmist, can patiently study the leading Anglicans, and 
do them more justice than they would be likely to receive from many 
Churchmen, is a fact worthy of remark, more especially at a time when so 
much is said about culture as almost a monopoly of members of the Estab- 
lishment. Not only does Mr. Rogers do them justice ; it is dear that he 
has^ studied personal traits with a certain loving care, though he studiously 
limits himself to a conaderation of public doings and public character. 
.... To get a notion of the absolute fairness of view of Mr. Rog^ers, 
one has only to read the chai)ter on Dr. Pusey. . . . . On the 
whole, this book, with its insight, its urbanity, and its attractive style, oueht 
to do not a little to compel the^ people of the Church to acknowledge that 
Nonconforpiists who can so write are not likely to be inspired bv mere love 
of destruction in their endeavours after disestablishment And tnis b surely 
no small service for any book to render even in a slight degree." — Noncon- 
formist. 

** Not only are these portraits truthful almost to transparency, but there 
is an entire absence of anything like the animus and party bias vmich are in- 
separable from a Churchman's pen-and-ink sketches of Churchmen.^ So far 
from agreeing with the common remark that an outsider is partially dis- 
qualified from sitting in judgment on those inside the institution in question, 
we think it is the other way. We do not believe, for example, that Mr. 
Rogers could have written a volume of sketches of the leaders d Noncon- 
formity with the same firm and unprejudiced pen as he has depicted these 
Church dignitaries. The fact is, that we may know too much as well as too 
little of one subject to be able to write impartially about it. Mndi as we 
wish to give Mr. Rogers credit for entire and unfaltering truthfulness 
throughout this volume of sketches, we still think that he has succeeded not 
iff spite oft as he implies, but because he wrote from an outside point of 
view. No man with any pretenaon to mind within the English Church but 
is swept down, in spite of nimself, in one of the three channels into which 
the Church is broken on the eve of disestablishment, as the Nile is into a 
Delta before losing itself in the sea. A trained theologian of the English 
Church must be either a High or Low or Broad Churchman. . . . His 
sketches are sensible^ straightforward, and unprejudiced descriptions of the 
leading men of the English Church. They are written from a point of view- 
not distinctively Nonconformist, but in the light in which an educated lay- 
man or an intelligent foreigner would regard them. . . . Any generous 
controversialist can distinguish between men and principles. Mr. Rogers* 
motto throughout has been — measures, not men ; principles, not persons." — 
English Independent, 

ANDREW MARVEL AND HIS FRIENDS. 

A Story of the Siege of Hull. By Marie Hall, nie Sibree, 
Author of " Sermons from the Studio." Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" Since the publication of Mrs. Hall's first work, ' Sermons from the 
Studio,' her pen has not been idle, but we do not hesitate to say that for the 
faithful reflection of the spirit of the times referred to, for the illustration of 
high-principled patriotism, and as pleasant and profitable reading, this, her 
latest production, is the best." — British Quarterly Review. 

'* * Andrew Marvel and his Friends ' is a tale of the times of Oliver 
Cromwell and Charles II. It is one of absorbing interest, which is sustained 
through a somewhat bulky volume of 469 pages. Moral and religious lessons 
are interwoven with stirring incidents of eventful times associated with the 
remarkable career of a noble man." — North British Daily Mail, 
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A DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH ; or, Christian 

Heroism in Humble Life. Being Jottings concerning that re- 
markable Peasant Preacher, "Old William" Hickingbotham, 
of Helper. By the Rev. John Barfoot, Author of " Piety 
Behind the Plough," &c. Fourth Thousand. Fcap. 8yo, 
cloth. i/6 

The Author says of the subject of his sketch : — " He be- 
longs to the class represented by such men as Johnny Oxtoby, 
the Wall*s-end Miner, Sammy Hick, and Billy Bray, whose 
memories the churches will not willingly let die. 

" We diank Mr. Barfoot for this humble piece of biography. Few who 
are called to the arduous^ but honourable duty of preaching the Gospel 
among English villagers will read William Hiclcmgbotnam's life without de- 
riving from the perusal both encouragement and profit, nor without thanking 
the author for his welcome contribution to ' the short and simple annals of 
the poor.*" — Sword and Trowel. 

ALBUM PORTRAIT OF EMMA JANE 

WORBOISE. A steel-plate engraving, album size. 6^. 

A ROUND OF STORIES FOR THE 

CHRISTMAS FIRE, i/- 

BUSINESS IS BUSINESS. By Dr. Landels. 

Pamphlet, dd, 

BEAUTIFUL GLEANER, The. A Hebrew 

Pastoral Story. Being Familiar Expositions of the Book of 
Ruth. By the Rev. William Braden. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vOy cloth, gilt edges. 2/6 

In the preface to this, the third edition, the author says : — 
** It is with no little satisfaction that the writer of these simple 
chapters finds that his first literary venture in the shape of a 
book is about to enter upon the unexpected dignity of a third 
edition. With this there is mingled a feeling of sincere thank- 
fulness that his words, as he has abundant reason for knowing, 
have been helpful and pleasant to * young men and maidens, 
old men and children,' and to many wearied, suffering hearts. 
The author desires for his work no higher privilege than that 
it may continue to pursue its kindly and unostentatious mission." 

" Mr. Braden rightly judges that the tfue Gospel to men — the Gospel of 
both file death^ and life of our Lord — is that which ennobles the holiness 
of all relationships and of common things. He has made the Book of Ruth 
the occasion of cliscoursings on the relations of family life, and the beauty of 
holiness of family affections, more especially of marriage. This he has done 
with much ingenuity, with neatness and felicity of illustration, and often 
with great intellectual beauty ; while a ^ gentle spirit of beautiful piety 
suffuses the whole. It is a very charming little book, and should be a 
household volume." — British Quarterly Review, 



JAMES CLARKE dr* CO: S 



BROCK, WILLIAM, D.D. Life by Rev. G. W. 

McCree. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, paper^ i/- ; cloth, i/6 

BESSIE GORDON'S STORY. By Maggie 

Symington, Author of "The Snow Queen," "Nessie*sHero," 
and " Working to Win." Crown 8yo, cloth. 5/- 

" Miss Symington has managed a difficult subject with great care and 
delicacy. "The young, unculttired dancer, married under most unfortunate 
conditions to a man whom she does not love, and who almost hates her as 
a standing proof of his own folly, receives the immediate synmathy of 
the reader ; and her upward gprowth to a pure, womanly, and Christian 
character is worked out with a high degree of artistic and literary skill. The 
whole stotv is a powerful lesson on the evils of intemp«ance, but we scarcely 
imagine that to have been the author's chief motive. Miss Symington 
steadily progresses towards a high place among her fellow writers. — Chris- 
tian World. 



BATTLE OF THE PETTICOATS, The. A 

Satire on Priestly Vestments. 6^. 

** A timely and really clever satire. Though the brochure is anonymous, 
the traces of a practised hand are discernible in every page. People may 
sometimes have their follies laughed out of them when they are insensible to 
argument and reason. If judiciously putin their way, 'The Battle of the 
Petticoats' may become a means of enlightening those whom the sermon 
misses. " — Baptist. 

BOOK OF THE BUNYAN FESTIVAL. A 

Complete Record of the Proceedings at the Unveiling of the Statue 
given by His Grace the Duke of &dford, June 10, 1874. Re- 
vised and Published by Authority. Edited by W. H. Wylie. 
With an Historical Sketch by the Rev. J. Brown, B.A., 
Bunyan Meeting, Bedford ; and a Beautiful Photograph of the 
Statue. Crown 8vo, cloth. 2/6. Large Paper Edition, hand- 
somely bound, gilt edges. 5/- 

BOYHOOD. A Collection of Forty Papers 

on Boys and their Ways. By Marianne Farningham. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1/6 ; gilt edges, 2/- 

CHRISTIAN WORLD ANNUAL. Published 

each November, filled with original Stories by various writers, i/- 

CHURCH AND STATE. Four Addresses : The 

Older Nonconformity^— Memorial Memories — The •Backbone of 
Nonconformity — and The Restraint and Bondage of the Gospel. 
By the Rev. J. Baldwin Brown, B.A. Paper, i/- 

CATHEDRAL'S SHADOW, The. By Mari- 

ANNE Farninqham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3/6 ; gilt edges, 4/- 
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CARLYLE, THOMAS. Philosophic Thinker, 

Theologian, Historian, and Poet. By Edwin Paxton Hood. 

Crown 8vo, 500 Pages, cloth. 7/6 

" It shows great s^pathy, readiness to receive high impressions, and a 
facile power ofreflecting them back upon others with no little effect. The 
best part of Mr. Paxton Hood's volume, in our idea, is the introductory part, 
in which he gives some biographical notes about Mr. Carlyle, which may be 
foiuid interesting even to those who have been in the way of collecting atta 
for themselves.' — NoKConformist, 

" Mr. Hood, as an author, is never dull ; he is no less instructive than 
entertaining, while, as a Christian teacher, he commands our esteem and 
admiration. ... As the ordinary run of readers are not hero-wor- 
ciklQC^ of the warm temperament of Mr. Hood, few probably will appre- 
sage ; biiV^l^u^i^'ic ^^^ ^\^n uncompromising admiration of the Chelsea 
. . '. The 'lA€y will find much to admue, to instruct, and to amuse. 
Carlyle has survived i^ijGoethe and the companion of Edward Irving, 
years we doubt not that lif(/J^e friends of his youth, and with increasing 
every sense the most remarkablifl to increase m mystery. If he is not * in 
great thinker, worthy of respectful "atc^f letters of our time,' he is yet a 
have not the time, and perhaps not the ner^J and inquisitive readers, who 
volumes in Carlylese, may obtain a many-sided ^njister a formidable row of 
mazes into whicn he has penetrated, by committing tl^^he man, and of the 
our redoubtable guide."— ^a/Zw/. 'ves to the care of 

CATECHISM ON THE GOSPELS. An ., 

troduction to the Sacred Narrative, adapted for Families; 
Schools, and Bible Classes. By the Rev. J. Allanson Pic- 
ton, M.A. Paper, 7d, Schools can be supplied direct from 
Publishers, at 12/- per hundred, 

CANONBURY HOLT. By Emma Jane Wor- 

BOISE. Uniform with the Author's previous Works. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 5/- 

CHRISTENDOM AND THE DRINK CURSE. 

By the Rev. Dawson Burns, M.A. Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges. 5/- 

CHRISTIAN WORLD LEAFLETS. In as- 

sorted packets of One Hundred, consisting of Five Bible Ballads, 
by Marianne Farningham ; also, " Christ our Song," by 
T. D£ Witt Talmage. Per hundred, 1/6 

CHRYSTABEL ; or, Clouds with Silver 

Linings. By Emma Jane Worboise. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" The descriptions are faithful and lively, the characters are very cleverlv 
sketched, and the dialogue is very well sxistained. We have read the booK 
with much pleasure." — Nonconformist. 

CLARENCE FAMILY, The; or, Brothers 

and Sisters. By Marianne Farningham. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth, 1/6 ; gilt edges, 2/- 
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DARWIN, CARLYLE, and DICKENS. 

With other Essays. By Samuel Davey, F.R.S.L., &c. 
Crown 8vo, bevelled boards. 3/6 

DEACON PITKIN'S FARM, and CHRIST'S 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. Bv Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
A Thanksgiving Story. Imperial i6mo. i/- 

DELL'S NEW YEAR. By Marianne Farm-<» 

ham. Fcap. 8vo, in handsome Illuminated Cov^**^"*'' 

DIVINE CULTUREa^,-g?MAN^,^IPE^: 

Discourses on the Histojigj^J^ 2/6 
HoUoway. Cror~ ^ * ' 

•^•-.^^P^^^JtPRINTS IN THE BIBLE ; 

**■ ^ "^^tSfinstian Evidences for Christian Youth. By Folland. 
icap. 8vo, cloth. 1/6 

ELLEN CLINTON ; or. The Influence of a 

Loving Spirit. A Story for Young Women. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 5/- 

The Rev. Dr. Bonar writes .' — "The book is most pleasantly and elegantly 
written. Its tone throughout is admirable, and the instruction conveyed will 
make it a most useful story." 

The Rev. R. S. Short, of Exeter, writes :— " The perusal of * Ellen Clin- 
ton ' has afforded me much pleasure. Written as it is, in an easy, flowing, 
and attractive style, it cannot fail to interest young people . . . the sus- 
taining power of^the Divine promises amidst the sorrows and afflictions of this 
checkered life b so aptly illustrated. . . . The thrilling incidents <^ the 
plot are well managed. ... It cannot ful to b^ome a genual 
favourite." 

EMILIA'S INHERITANCE. A Sequel to 

** Mr. Montmorency's Money." By Emma Jane Worboiss. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

"The difficulties arising from the disputed inheritance are ably de- 
scribed, and some excellent sketches of character are ftunished. It is far 
above the majority of works of fiction to which the attention of the reading 
public is invited.' — Rock, 

EVERLASTING PUNISHMENT. By the 

Rev. John Jones. 4^/. 

FORTUNES OF CYRIL DENHAM, The. 

By Emma Jane Worboise. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 5/- 



BOOKS AND PERIODICALS, 



FATHER FABIAN, The Monk of Malham 

Tower. A Storv of Jesuit Intrigue. By Emma Jane Wor- 
BOISE. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

'* The design of this tale is to expose the sly and wily doings of the 
Jesuits. Father Fabian is a Romanist, who, under the guise of a Protestant 
clergyman, endeavours to ensnare an orphan heiress, in order that her pro- 

erty and herself might be swallowed up in the devouring pit of the Papacy. 
^ e IS defeated ; but the lesson taught is weighty and needful in these perilous 
times." — British Quarterly Rexnew. 

** One of Mrs. Worboise's best works. It presents a faithful portrsdture 
of the influence and tendency of Anglo-Catholicism, and of the character^ of 
Romish Jesuitism. May its wide circulation be useful both in instruction 
and warning ! " — Evangelical Magassitu, 

*' The story serves to illustrate some phases of Romish practice and 
teaching, and the manner in which this puipose is kept in view throughout 
renders the narrative worthv of attention, and doubtless by this means some 
wholesome warnings may be brouglu home to readers who would hardly 
brace themselves for the perusal of less attractive works." — Hock. 



FACE OF THE KING, The ; or, Seeing Jesus 

Man's Greatest Pleasure and Grandest Occupation. By the 
Rev. J. HiLES HiTCHENS. Crown Svo, cloth. 2/- 

FURNACE, The ; or, Truths for Hours of 

Trial. By Rev. J. Hiles Kitchens. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2/- ; 
extra cloth, 2/6 

FILINGS OF GOLD. By George R. Howat, 

B.A. In a neat Pocket Volume. Second Edition. 32mo, 
limp cloth. 6d, 

FELICIA'S DOWRY. By Maggie Symington. 

Cloth, and with Engraving. 3/- 

FUTURE PUNISHMENT. By Joseph Angus, 

D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, i/- 

GREGARIOUS FOLLIES OF FASHION. 

An Address to the Younger Generation. By the Rev. J. 
Baldwin Brown. 3^/. 

*' A remarkably powerful * Address to the Younger Generation,/ in which 
he blows a trumpet-blast against the gregarious follies of fashion. Mr. 
Baldwin Brown is not a Puritan of the Quaker type. He rather likes a 
pleasant variety in the somewhat dreary monotony of the world's dress ; 
but he submits that the ladies should draw the line somewhere. Mr. 
Brown's wholesome protest ought to be circulated in thousands. It is the 
most effective word that has yet been spoken on this subject, and must 
commend itself to every sensible woman as a word in season. It is to be 
followed up by the publication of a little work addressed to girbi at 
home, by iTttie Baldwin Brown, a daughter of the distinguished preacher." 
^North BritUh Daily Mail, 
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GOLDEN LANE : Quaint Adventures and Life 

Pictures. By G. Holden Pike. With an Introductory 
Chapter on the Costers and Mr. Orsman's Work, by the 
Right Hon. the Earl of Shaftesbury, K.G. Con- 
taining Photographs of Lord Shaftesbury and Mr. Orsman, 
and full-page Illustrations. Imperial i6mo. 3/6 

" Onr industrious helper, Mr. Pike/' says Mr. Spurgeon in the Sivorxl 
and Trowel, "has produced in this instance a very readable book, 
which deserves to be read by every lover of his race. Mr. Orsman's 
work in Golden-lane deserved to be chronicled, and we are glad that so 
appreciative a pen has been found to write the record. ^ The photographs 
and the engravings increase the interest of the story, while the appearance 
and fashi(xi cf the book are likely to command attention. Nothing can 
exceed our admiration of Mr. Orsman's work ; the Earl of Shaftesbury' 
in being so steady and earnest a patron of the Mission only gives another 
instance of his sound sense and Christian wisdom. Readers purchasing 
'Pictures of London Life ' will be well rewardefl, and will in all probability 
rise from viewing Uie pictures with a resolve to help all those who work 
among the lowly. ' 

" In Mr. Orsman's' * quaint adventures and life pictures ' the reader 
will find a most instructive and deeply graphic exhibition of the work which 
has been done and is still being done in the densely-peopled district in 
Golden-lane. We cordially recommend the book to the attention of all 
who are concerned in mission work. It is well printed, well got up, and its 
external attractiveness is increased by numerous prints, including an 
excellent photographic likeness of Lord Shaftesbury, to whom the Mission 
owes so much, and also of its founder and prime minister, Mr. Orsman." 
— Record. 

*' Mr. Pike has here given us a series of realistic and strikine descriptions, 
together with a succinct account of a most remarkable machinery, which 
has^ been as unostentatious in its development as it has been successful 
in its aim. Mr. Orsman has devoted his whole spare time to the improve- 
ment, physical, moral, and religious, of the costermongering population 
who crowd the precincts of Golden-lane ; he has gained their confidence, 
and has done not a little to work a real reformation in that quarter. For 
the manner in which he has been led step by step, till now he has 
organised what might be called an almost complete parochial machinery, 
by which he has made himself permanently present in the district, with 
intimate knowledge of every man, woman, and child in it, cur readers must 
go to the volume itself. They will learn not a little as to the ways of the 
poor in our great metropolis, and also of their besetting vices and their 
straits. But no sentimental ideas have scope in the administration, though a 
vast deal of good is done, and distress removed, as well as good words 
spoken. The book is very interesting, more especially that it gives graphic 
and touching accounts of many individual cases ; it is well illustrated, and 
altogether is most attractive." — Nonconformist. 

GILBERT AND OTHER POEMS. By 

Marianne Farningham. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, extra 
cloth, 3/6 ; gilt edges, 4/- 

This Volume contains over 200 of the ripest and most 
finished pieces of this highly-gifted and tender-spirited author. 

GOSPEL OF THE SON OF MAN, The. By 

the Rev. J. Baldwin Brown, B.A. 6</. 
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GREY AND GOLD. By Emma Jane Wor- 

BOISE. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" * Grejr and Gold ' are not the sporting colours of a racing novel.'as 
the title might seem to indicate, but the more serious lights and shadows 
of the race of life, which are contrasted in this unpretending volume by 
a not unskilful hand. We can cordially acknowledge the purity of 
diction and freedom from vulgarity which characterise the book through- 
out. " — A thenetum. 

** A good tale of the misery of a shiftless household and of the vigour 
and success of conscientious energy and self-help. London lodging- 
house life, the life of the country schoolmistress, and of the Lady 
Bountiful of the village, of families ancient and decaying, and of the 
popular poet, are all sketched more or less with insight and skill. The 
tale tells its own moral, and is rich in lessons." — Freeman. 

" * Grey and Gold ' is interesting and eflfective. ^ The success which 
Mrs. Worboise's stories have achieved is the best evidence of their merit. 
Their charm lies in their pleasant pictures of domestic life, their plots, 
which are generally laid with considerable art and carefully worked out, 
and above all, the sound Christian principles which pervade the whole, 
and are brought out without cant or morbid exaggeration." — Noncon- 
formist. 

GIRLHOOD. By Marianne Farningham. 13th 

Thousand. Fcap. Svo, cloth, 1/6; gilt edges, 2/- 

" Lone aeo the popularity of Marianne Farningham became a positive 
and establisned fact ; her name has come to be in many circles a 
'household word.' The present little volume (* Girlhood ') is certainly 
one of the best, some may think it is the very best, of her various and 
varied efforts in the cause of truth, piety, and happiness ; and certainly 
she has never written anything more entirely charming and at the same 
time calculated to be so eminently useful. The contents of this book 
are as varied as they are delightful. They are written in so genial a 
spirit, and they are so entirely interesting, that we think 'girls' must 
b« very dull and shallow indeed if they cannot find pleasure as well as 
profit in the perusal of its clear-typed pages. There is nothine didactic 
in their tone, nothing gloomy, nothing stilted. ^ Some of them are 
inspiring and rousing as a grand band march, while others breathe the 
very spirit of gentleness and pure womanly tenderness. Indeed, it is the 
'essential womanliness' of Miss Famingham's writing that so much 
charms us, and in this volume we think she has^ surpassed herself, and 
we are quite inclined to hail her as ' the elder sister of all the girls in 
England.' We shall be disappointed if the book be not very largely read ; 
we predict for it the widest circulation. Mothers and fathers will buy it 
for their daughters, brothers for their sisters, lovers for their young 
betrothed, and Sunday-school teachers will find it the best gift-book that 
has appeared for manv a day for their elder scholars. A young lady of 
rank may find useful and ennobling lessons in ' Girlhood,' while the 
humble servant-maid or factory-girl may gain comfort, encouragement, 
and golden counsel from the self -same pretty little volume." — Emma 
Jane Worboise in the ** Christian World.'' 

"A capital book, and will have many readers amongst the maidens, 
and much more good will be gotten out of it than from a library of 
novels." — Rev. C. H. Sturgeon. 

"We would recommend every mother who has dau£[hters to buy this 
work for their perusal, and can safely say no girl will read its pages 
without gaining great good from the sound and wholesome reasonings of 
its gifted author. — North Bucks Advertiser, 

HOW TO PUT DOWN RITUALISM. By 

the Rev. J. G. Rogers, B.A. 6d, 
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HEALTH AND HOME. By "A Quiet 

Woman." In handsome Illuminated Cover. Fcap. 8vo. i/6 

Introductory — The Laws of Health — ^Wholesome Houses 
— Play — Cottage Homes — Educo — Homes for the Million — A 
Religious Grievance — Worry — Pure Air — Pure Water — Con- 
valescent Homes — The Science of Cookery — Window Gardens 
— Having One's Friends — Girls* Allowances — Village Flower- 
Shows— The Art of Dress— The Sick Children of the Poor 
— Children's Hospitals — Village Homes for Girls — ^Town and 
Country Life — Women and Modem Thought — Mistress and 
Maid — The Christmas Dinner. 

"An exceedingly useful, readable little book, consisting of twenty-four 
separate {>apers on subjects of the highest practical importance in relation 
to domestic and social life." — Mothet^s Treasury. 

"It is a capital book for the seaside and holiday-reading generally." 
— Literary Wortd. 

"Twenty-four brief, suggestive, and useful chapters, written in a 
lively, piquant style, upon as many dififerent subjects, but all intimately 
beanng on 'Health and Home.' If the 'Quiet Woman' be the mother 
of a family, and her own practice be redolent of her coimsels, * her 
children shall rise up and call her blessed.' In this book 'The Laws of 
Health' find a wise interpreter, 'Wholesome Houses' something better 
than a speculative builder, ' Play ' a sensible advocate, ' Worry ' a sage 
counsellor, ' Having our Friends,' or keeping up appearances, a stout 
iconoclast, and, not to name all the chapters, 'The Christmas Dinner' 
a loving apologist. ' Health and Home ' has our hearty commendation, 
fitted as it is to contribute largely to the former, and to invest with 
added beauty and attractiveness the latter." — Methodist. 

HOME LIFE. Twenty-nine Papers on Family 

Matters. By Marianne Farningham. A Companion Volume 
to "Girlhood." Eighth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, i/6; 
gilt edges, 2/- 

" These chapters on ' Home Life ' are full of good advice and friendly 
suggestions. Marianne Famingham's remarks are worthy of thoughtful and 
careful perusal, and very heartily do we commend them to all who may be 
about to enter upon a new phase of ' home life,' or who may be desirous of 
developing to the full the joys and pleasures to be derived therefrom." — 
City Press. 

" Brimful of sterling common sense expressed in graphic and forcible 
words." — Primitive Methodist. 

HUSBANDS AND WIVES. By Emma Jane 

WORBOISE. Crown Svo, cloth. 5/- 

" The purpose of this book is both lofty and important, and Mrs. Wor- 
boise has carried it out with much success. She seeks to elevate and ennoble 
every-day married life, and in her story interweaves the fortunes of four 
typical coiiples. So many mistakes are made in conjugal alliances, and so 
much painful experience comes as the results of unequal yoking, that a book 
like this, which powerfully and beautifully urges the need of true afiection, 
genuine esteem, and thorough confidence between husband and wife, cannot 
tail to do good. Its practical lessons are of the highest kind, and adapted to 
all ranks of X)![^."—Evanj^elical Magazine. 
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HOUSE OF BONDAGE, The. By Emma 

Jane Worboise. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" ' The House of Bondage ' seems to represent in the mind of our 
authoress an>r and every variety of narrow view, whether doctrinal, ecclesi- 
astical, or social. The hi|^h Caivinist, the Ritualist, and the extreme Evan- 
eelical are alike enclosed in her ' House of Bondage ; ' and not less so are all 
tnose people who having made stringent laws unto themselves on every con- 
ceivable subject, can allow no one to take any standpoint save that which 
they occupy, nor to see any ray of light or tinge of colour save through their 
eyes. Mrs. Worboise introduces us to a perplexing number of characters, 
who are in all manner di ways shut up in houses of bondage, but by a 
variety of contrivance and influences she succeeds at length in bringing 
many of them out into a broad place."— ^nVwA Quarterly Review. 

*' We have read the book with intense interest, and can heartily recom- 
mend it to our readers as calculated to instruct as well as amuse. It is just 
the book for the season." — Primitive Methodist. 

** The scenes in the book are well depicted, the characters admirably 
drawn, and the story is evenly sustained throughout." — City Press. 

HYMNS, SONGS, AND POEMS. By Emma 

Jane Worboise. A Volume of Christian Poetry of a high 

order. Uniform with the Author's prose works. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 2/6 

" These poems are written with care, and have a sweet, even flow of both 
rhythm and feeling. Two or three of them have arrested us, and recalled us 
to a reperusaL There is a delicious religious calm in the verses entitled 
^ Evening Musinzs,' reminding us of Miss Froctor's fine evening hymn." — 
British Quarteny Reinew. 

" In the songs, Emma Jane Worboise deals in a very sweet and tender 
manner with the suggestions arising from natural objects, and especially from 
flowers, about whicn she is a well-known and well-knowing enthusiast." — 
Illustrated Times. 

** Christian sweetness and simplicity are the chief characteristics of these 
hymns and songs." — City Press. 

HEARTSEASE IN THE FAMILY. By 

Emma Jane Worboise. Uniform with "Our New House." 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3/6 

" Mrs. Worboise is an experienced story-teller ; and though with her 
fiction is only the medium for conveying some religious truth or especial 
rmoral, her stories are usually attractive on their own account, and the cha- 
racters move and talk like real human beings. 'Heartsease in the Family' 
is an interesting, though not very exciting tale, and is intended to inculcate 
that all happiness and peace of mind, to be real or lasting, must have their 
root in a deep and earnest sense of religion. . . . The story works out 
its own moral, as a good story ought to do. This is a book to give to girls 
of fourteen or fifteen, either for a^ prize or a present. The tale is fitted for 
C;irls, and does not depend for its interest on any precocious incidents of love 
xind marriage, which too often make what ought to be wholesome stories 
nothing but novels in disguise." — Athetueum. 

'* A family tale of a direct religious character, intended to illustrate the 
power which the piet^ of even a young eirl may exercise, and its direct and 
happy influence. This is one of the books which many mothers will wish to 
put into the hands of their growing daughters." — Nonconformist. 

** A capital tale, showing the restraining^ and diffusive power of true god- 
liness. It is the history of an orphan girl who becomes an inmate of an 
uncle's family, and who gradually influences the character and happiness of 
all the household." — Freeman. 
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HARRY CHALGRAVE'S LEGACY. By 

Catherine Drew. Imperial i6mo, Illustrated, with Four 
Wood Engravings, doth. 5/- 

JESSIE GORDON; or, a Sunday Scholar's 

Influence. By the Author of " Cedar Creek," " The Pride of 
the Latymers," &c. With Four Illustrations on Toned Paper. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 2/6 

LADY CLAFIISSA. Emma Jane Worboise's 

Latest Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

H^E SKETCHES AND ECHOES FROM 

THE VALLEY. By Marianne Farningham. The popu- 
larity of these sketches and poems has led to the issue of 
THREE SERIES. It is necessary, therefore, in ordering, to 
specify whether the " FIRST," " SECOND," or " THIRD " 
Series is required. Uniform with the poetical works of the 
author. Each crown 8vo, cloth, 2/6 ; gilt edges, 3/- 

LARGER HOPE, The, for the Future of the 

Human Race. By Rev. W. Dorling. Fcap. 8vo. i/- 

LAYS AND LYRICS OF THE BLESSED 

LIFE. By Marianne Farningham. Full of the Light and 
, Love of Christian Truth. Eighth Thousand. A new and im- 
proved edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2/6 ; gilt edges, 3/- 

LEAVES FROM ELIM. The Newest Volume 

of Poems. By Marianne Farningham. Ct-own 8vo, cloth 
extra, 4/- ; gilt edges, 4/6 

** Marianne Farningham is the poet' laureate of the Christian World 
newspaper. Her poems are generally so true in thought and pure in style, 
so well fitted to touch the neart and commend the gentle graces of the 
Gospel, that they richly deserve preservation in a volume. She has hit upon 
a pretty name for her book, which no doubt will have many readers, not 
because it is profound or great, but for the better reasons already stated." — 
Evangelical Magazine, 

" The well-known authoress always sings melodiously, and with good 
design, and therefore we wish her works success." — Mr. S^trgeon in 
'' Sword and Trowel:' 

*' There is a real sincerity in them, and occasionally we get a note of 

finest music His would be a Strang mind and a strange heart 

which would not find some heartening and cheer in them for the 'battle of 
life.' " — Nonconformist. 

** This volume of sacred poetry is sure to meet with a ready welcome 
from a large circle of readers. The author sings sweetly, and at the same 
time with much earnestness, and touches a variety of chords that cannot fail 
to awaken the sympathies of those who listen. "-hC//j» Press. 
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LIGHTS AND LANDMARKS, for the Chris- 
tian and Christ-Seeker. By the Rev. Arthur Mursell. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 2/6 

^ " Mr. Mursell is always ingenious, earnest, piquant, and effective. We 
■wish that we could inoculate scores with his popular power." — British Quar- 
teriy Review. 

LECTURES ON PREACHING. By the Rev. 

Henry Ward Beecher. The THIRD SERIES of Mr. 
Beecher*s Yale College Lectures to American Students and 
Ministers. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3/- 

" Mr. Beecher is by so general consent the prince of American preachers 
that anything which he has to say about the work in which he excels is sure 
to find plenty of readers. The freshness, directness, aptness of illustration, 
and frequent reference to personal experience, which mark his sermons, are 
all to be found in much the same jMroportion in these academical lectures. 
The reader has a right almost to expect thLs, and he will not be disappointed. 
He will find, also, a genial conunonsense wisdom in the way in which theo- 
lo^cal questions are handled. Their one great merit is the training and 
quickenmg influence of his abundant vitality and robust manliness. These 
are what make the pages of diis book such pleasant reading. The general 
scope of the lectures maybe indicated by saying that there are twelve of 
them in all, and that they deal in succession with the Bible as the preacher's 
book, how to use it, the true method of presenting God, conceptions of the 
Divinity, practical use of the Divine Ideal, the manifestation of God through 
Christ, views of the Divine life in human conditions, sins and sinfulness, the 
sense of personal sin, the growth of Christian life, Christian manhood, life 
and immortality."— ^(i?r /A British Daily Mail. 

LITTLE TALES FOR LITTLE READERS. 

A Book for the Little Ones. By Marianne Farningham. 
Uniform with "Girlhood," "Boyhood," and "Home Life. " 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1/6 ; gilt edges, 2/- 

MARGARET TORRINGTON ; or, The Voyage 

of Life. By Emma Jane Worboise. Designed to exhibit 
the power of religion in meeting a life of anxiety and care. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

MERTONSVILLE PARK; or, Herbert Sey- 
mour's Choice. By the Author of "Ellen Clinton." Crown 
8vo, cloth. 5/- 

*' We have not for a long time read anything eaual to this for pathos, 
feeling, and fascinating powers. . . . It is a charming book, and the 
most inveterate enemy of religious tales would say so if he would but read 
Vi."- -Rainbow. 

** It is pervaded throughout with the religious element, and throug^hout 
the story is admirably sustained ; while for dramatic power and description 
of character it will stand comparison wiUi any of the popular novels of the 
day." — Berwick Warder. 

" A silver thread of fervent piety interweaves the whole. . . . The 
Divine reward of self-sacrifice is finely exemplified."— Jfv/M^o^/ Advertiser. 
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MARRIAGE'S PEW-RENT REGISTER; or, 

The Church Treasurer's Complete Record of Accounts. Fcap. 
folio, cloth back. 5/- 

MARRIED LIFE ; or, The Story of Philip 

and Edith. By Emma Jane Worboise. A Tale of Domestic 
Life. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3/- ; gilt edges, 3/6 

MILLICENT KENDRICK ; or, The Search 

after Happiness. By Emma Jane Worboise. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

The object of this story is to show that true happiness does 
not, cannot, exist for any man or woman who does not seek 
first the kingdom of God and His righteousness, and that true 
happiness can never depart from the Christian who in humble 
faith takes every dispensation from his Father's hand. 

MR. FAVERSHAM'S NEW YEAR'S GUEST. 

By the Author of ** Ellen Clinton" and " Mertonsville Park." 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" It has an excellent religious tone about it, and is meant to illnstrate the 
power of godliness when it is pleaded for and exhibited in little children." 
— Mr. Spur^eon in ** Sword and Trowel." 

"An interesting story, by a practised hand, in which the influence exer- 
cised by a child upon the mind of a rich, godless old man, is shown in a 
striking and pleasing manner. Little Lily, the heroine of the tale, is sure to 
be a prime favourite ; and her agreeable prattle, as here detailed, may be pro* 
ductive of good efifects in the homes of some readers." — City Press. 

MOODY'S LONDON DISCOURSES. Crown 

8vo. i/- ; cloth, 1/6 ^ 

MR. MONTMORENCY'S MONEY. By Emma 

Jane Worboise. A Domestic Tale of deep interest. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 5/- 

** ' Mr. Montmorency's Money ' is carefully written, and there are clever 
descriptions and scenes of pathos in it. It is a wholesome and readable 
story. ' — British Quarterly Review. 

MODEL TEACHER, AND THE TEACHER'S 

MODEL. By W. H. Groser, of the Sunday School Union. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, i/- 

MORNING AND EVENING HYMNS FOR 

THE WEEK. By Marianne Farningham. Demy 32mo, 
cloth, gilt. 6d, 
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MY FATHER'S LIFE* By the Rev. J. De 

Kewer Williams. 4//. 

NESSIE'S HERO. By Maggie Symington. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 2/6 ; gilt edges, 3/- 

NOBLY BORN. By Emma Jane Worboisc. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" Graphic pictures of domestic life, startling incidents, and a pleasing 
plot ; indeed, all the qualities of modem tales of fiction without their evU 
features." — Weekly Review. 

OVERDALE. The Story of a Pervert. By 

Emma Jane WORBOISE. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

The writer says that in this tale she has not been writing 
fiction, but merely narrating facts which actually occurred. 
The book ought to have a place in all Protestant families. 

^ " This is a wholesome and natural story, showing how High Church 
principles work towards outright Popish doctrine, and towards perversion. 
The characters are well painted, and the story is very seasonable. We wish, 
it may have a large circulation."— Z-^w^/iW Quarterly Review. 

" ' Overdale ' is a well-constructed, well-delineated, and wholesome 
story." — British Quarterly Review. 

"It is founded on fact, and in these days of Ritualistic teaching and 
Romish practice it is calculated to be very useful, as showing the danger* 
ous influence and tendency of devotion to aesthetics in the conduct of the 
public worship of God." — Evangelical Magazine. 

** Socially intended to expose the tendency of the times towards the 
perversion of religion by the insidious teachings of Ritualists and Roman- 
ists. It appears to be a very useful book, especially for our imaginative 
young ladies, so fond of the church music and church millinery of the Ritual- 
istic school." — Rock. 

'* The characteristics and tendencies of Ritualism are ably dealt with." — 
Methodist Recorder. 

" Written with the moral spirit and force of this popular authoress." — 
Rev. C. H. Spurgeon in ^^ Sword and Trowel.'* 

OUR SOCIAL RELATIONSHIPS, and LIFE 

IN LONDON. By the Rev. W. Braden, Author of " The 
Beautiful Gleaner." Crown 8vo, cloth. 3/6 

" Two series of lectures preached by Mr. Braden in the ordinary course 
of his ministry — the first treating of the relations of husbands and 
wives^ parents and children, brothers and sisters, employers and employed, 
the nch and the poor, &c. ; the second of London work, companionships, 
amusements, and business. The pertinence of such lectures to a congrega- 
tion in the heart of the metropolis is obvious, but their practical good sense 
and penetrating wisdom and fidelity give them a fitness and a v^ue every- 
where. Few preachers deal thus formally with the practical ethics of life* 
Mr. Braden has dealt with them so ably and searchingly, and yet with such 
broad human sympathies, that we can most heartily commend his book for 
the use both of families and of young men." — British Quarterly Review. 
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OUR NEW HOUSE ; or, Keeping Up Appear- 
ances. By Emma Jane Worboise. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3/6 

" The subordinate title of the present volume points not obscurely to the 
task which the authoress sets_ to^ herself, namely, to expose the hollow and 
heartless, and generally imprincipled, system by which many in modem 
society contrive to keep up appearances df wealth and grandeur for which 
they have not in reality the means, and which so often end in misery and 
ruin not only to themselves, but to others also. The moral runs throughout 
the volume, as one bubble after another bursts, while at the same time, as in all 
the other writings of the author, the lessons of religion are brought to bear 
in a very impressive manner, in convicting the worthless of their villany, and 
in consoling the sorrowful in their misfortunes." — Berwick Warder. 

OLD THOUGHTS FOR NEW TIMES. 

Sermons on the Epistle to the Galatians. By the Rev. Samuel 
Pearson, M.A., Minister of Great George Street Chapel, 
Liverpool. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3/6 

" The api>ositeness of the Epistle to the Galatians to the Sacramentarian 
and Ritualistic developments of our times is so great as to be almost start- 
ling. Mr. Pearson has wisely made it the subject of three months' pastoral 
preaching. The sermons are sensible and coeent. They aim at usefulness, 
and they are admirably adapted to achieve it. ' — British Quarterly Review. 

'* A very thoughtful, lucid, and practical exposition of an Epistle whose 
teachings are peculiarly applicable to the present phase of religious Ufe in 
England. We wish that all our most intelligent readers would obtain the 
boiHc and carefully study its valuable contents. ' — Christian Family. 

*' We did not form this opinion ['that Mr. Pearson is a Dissenter'] until 
we had become charmed with the book, and had felt thankful that so lu- 
minous and earnest a preacher of Gospel truth represented the Church of 
England in a parish of Liverpool." — Rock. 

"The sermons are good, sound, and eloquent; and in these days of 
abundant heresy, and a milk-and-water theology, it is quite refreshing to 
read them." — Primitive Methodist. 

OLIVER WE ST WOOD ; or, Overcoming the 

World. By Emma Jane Worboise. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" Mrs. Worboise's pen is indefatigable, and her shrewd, common-sense, 
I practical, wholesome stories always commend themselves to the jud^ent 

and moral sense, while they rarely fail to interest. * Oliver Westwood ' is, we 
' think, as ^ood as anything that she has written. It is skilfully constructed, 

' well-sustained, and the dialogue is vivacious and full of good sense. Oliver 

' is a kind of respectable Oliver Twist. He is of base birth, left to the care of 

an aunt^ and the story consists of his struggles as a boy and a man to over- 
come his disadvantageous circumstances. Mrs. Worboise's stories have this 
great commendation — no one can read them without having good feelings 
I and purposes strengthened."— ^rrVwA Quarterly Review. 

** The highest compliment we can pay this tale is that we have read it 
right through almost at a sitting, and it is a volume of not fewer than 580 
pages. From first to last the interest is sustained ; the incidents are never 
forced, but rise natur^ly ; and considering the period of time — the reign <^ 
William IV. — the characters introduced are true and life-like." — ArdrossoM 
and Saltcoats Herald. 

PRODIGAL SON, The. By Rev. Dr. Morley 

PuNSHON, late President of the Wesleyan Conference. Fcap. 
8vo, paper, 1/6 ; cloth, gilt edges, 2/6 
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PROFIT AND LOSS. A Tale for Young: 

People. By Mrs. Emma Raymond Pitman, Author ofi" 
several popular works. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3/6 

** This is a well-written and well-told story. With considerable power it 
exhibits the hardening and ruinous effects of mere business and money- 
getting. This is shown with skill and truthfulness of representation, not only 
in the case of old Montasue, but also in that of his son and grandsons.. 
Around Bertha, the dau^ter, whose Christian character and firmness shine . 
out in beautiful contrast, the chief interest of the story clusters. She passes 
through a sea of trouble because she refuses the addresses of an infamous. 
scoundrel, and is eventually united to a man of high character, whose rescue 
from imputed shame and guilt is told with remarkable effect. The tale 
merits perusal." — British Quarterly Review. 

" A story in which both aim and execution deserve commendation. . . . 
Perhaps the highest praise of such a work is that, while abounding in the 
animation, variety, striking scenes and bold contrasts which mane many 
works of fiction of a sadly different genus, its sentimentality is healthy, its. 
moral tone high, and its tendency from first to last good." — Methodist. 

PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICES OF IN- 
DEPENDENTS. Explained for the Benefit of Young People. 
By the Rev. John Corbin, formerly pastor of the Church at. 
Homsey. 74. 

PULPIT AND PEW: Their Duties to Each: 

Other and to God. By the Rev. Dr. Morley Punshon. 
Fcap. 8vo, paper, i/- ; cloth, 1/6 

" The book abounds in eloquent and earnest counsel, profitable alike for- 
preachers and people." — Methodist Recorder. 

" We could wish that the occupants of every pulpit and of every pew in. 
the land might be induced to read these sixty pages of wise and stirring 
words." — Literary World. 

ROMANCE OF BIOGRAPHY, The : Chapters. 

on the Strange and Wonderful in Human Life. By the Rev». 
E. Paxton Hood. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

REEDHAM DIALOGUES : A Dozen Dialogues: 

for Children. By John Edmed, Head Master of the Asylumr 
for Fatherless Children, Reedham, Croydon. These Dialogues, 
written for and recited by the children at Reedham on festive 
occasions, having been much in demand for other schools and 
families, are now first published. Imperial 32mo, cloth. 1/6 

" The children are delighted to learn them, and the parents never tire of 
hearing them. They abound with good lessons of religion and morality, are 
free from anything that is objectionable, and are made beautiful by their 
simplicity. If better known, no school examination would be without 
them."— A S/ujffieldt Esq., Chairman of EarVs Barton School Board. 

ROSE IN THE DESERT, The- By the Rev, 

J. De Kewer Williams. 3^. 



20 JAMES CLARKE 6- CO: S 

SUMMER AND AUTUMN OF LIFE. By 

Marianne Farningham. In handsome Illuminated Cover. 
Fcap. 8vo. i/- 

SAYINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN: Wise, 

Witty, and Humorous. Royal i6mo, cloth, i/- 

^ ** The book is replete with anecdotes and sayings of little children, 
evincing to a remarkable extent that wonderful acuteness and that keen 
observation which most intelligent children possess." — Rochdale Times. 

SELF-FORMATION. By the Rev. E. Paxton 

Hood. A New Edition, carefully revised. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 
3/6 

"A new edition of one of Mr. Hood's^earliest and best books. Upon a 
string of purpose Mr. Hood threads an amusing medley of observations, 
anecdotes, and parables, which make the perusal of the book like a vr^XV. 
down the path of an orchard, plucking fruit from every tree. It is a capital 
book for young folks, if it do not teach them to substitute desultory observa- 
tions for reasoning." — British Quarterly Review. 

ST. BEETHA'S; or, The Heiress of Arne. 

By Emma Jane Worboise. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" Many of the scenes are very touching, and the tendency of the book 
is so pure and good that we can conscientiously wish it an extended sale, 
and recommend it as a Christmas present for younjg people." — Freeman. 

" One of the most beautiful semi-religious stones that we have ever read, 
and one of the most perfectly told. It is in all points one of the best rivals 
to the modem and purely secular style of fiction that we have seen." — 
Mojning Star. 

SERMONS TO WORKING MEN. By the 

Revs. Dr. Stanley (Dean of Westminster), R. W. Dale, 
Samuel Martin, Edward White, Dr. Hamilton, Dr. 
Allon, a. Mackennal, and Mark Wilks. Crown Svo. 6d, 

" We recommend the working men to buy this volume of sermons 
specially addressed to them." — Lloyd's News^per. 

SINGLEHURST MANOR. A Story of 

Country Life. By Emma Jane Worboise. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 5/- 

" The excellence of * Singlehurst Manor' consists in the great variety of 
characters introduced into it, and the capital way in which they are drawn. 
The style is simple and natural, the interest of the story pleasant, and 
the tone high and pure. We give the story a very hearty word of commen- 
dation." — British Quarterly Review. 

*' A pleasant, readable story ; the characters are well drawn, and the in- 
cidents agreeable." — Athetueum. 

'* The authoress depicts rural scenes and country life in a most charming 
manner." — Piimitive Methodist. 



=r^ 



BOOKS AND PERIODICALS, 21 

SNOW QUEEN, The. By Maggie Symington. 

Fcap.. 8vo, cloth, 1/6 ; gilt edges, 2/- 

" Miss Symington has given us a pleasant little story, with a good 
deal in it that is affecting, not much that is overdrawn, and nothing at 
all tSiat is hurtful." — Athenctunt. 

"The only regret one has, when the book is read, is that the story 
is ended so soon.' — Berwick IVartUr. 

SKETCHES OF GREAT MODERN 

PREACHERS; Including the Revs. Alexander McLaren, 
C. H. Spurgeon, Dr. Morley Punshon, James Martineau, 
Canon Liddon, Frederick Robertson, Thomas Binney, Dr. 
John Henry Newman, E. L. Hull, J. Baldwin Brown, 
Henry Ward Beecher, Stopford A. Brooke, and Thomas 
Jones. By Rev. W. Dorling, of Woodford. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3/6 

•<>* These are the freshest and most complete set of 
sketches that have appeared, upon the leading pulpit orators 
of our time. 

SPURGEON, The Rev. C. H. Twelve 

Realistic Sketches, taken at Home and on the Road. By 
A Travelling Correspondent. Crown 8vo, 1/6 ; extra 
cloth, 2/6 

SUNDAY AFTERNOONS WITH JESUS ; 

or, Bible Readings on the Life of Christ. By Marianne 
Farningham. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

SUNDAY SCHOOLS OF THE FUTURE. 

A Series of Practical Papers for Sunday-school Teachers, 
having special reference to the improvements in Sunday- 
school teaching demanded by the National Education Act. 
By Marianne Farningham. . Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1/6 \ gilt 
edges, 2/- 

THE OTHER SIDE OF THINGS. By 

Rev. WiCKHAM TozER, Ipswich. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

CONTENTS : Looking all Round Things — Church and Dis- 
sent — Pro and Con. — Getting on — Pendties of Obscurity — 
Leadings of Providence — Sins of the Spirit — Bad Tempers — 
The Divine Idea of Salvation — Spiritualism — Sin and its 
Remedy — Sensitive People — Thomas Binney — Remains of Sin 
in Believers — A Domestic Storm — Virtues in the Bud — Fishing 
in Shallow Waters — Waiting to Go Home — The Other Side of 
Life. 

THOUGHTS ON CHRISTIAN WORK, AND 

ON OUR CHRISTIAN CONDITION. In Three Letters. 6d, 
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THE TWO BARTONS. A Gift-book for Boys 

at School. Imperial 32010, cloth, i/- 

THOMAS BINNEY: His Mind-Life and 

Opinions, Denominational, Doctrinal, and Devotional. By 
the Rev. E. Paxton Hood. Fifth Thousand. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth. 3/6 

*' Mr. Paxton Hood has in a trice done for the departed all that is 
necessary, and has dcme it in a style at once attractive, popular, and 
admirable. We feel half inclined to a.sk for an early dismission that Mr. 
Hood may sketch us in the same genial manneir and make as generous 
a use of any points about us worth noticing. We feel inclined to quote 
half the book.'— .^r. Sturgeon in "Swgrd and Trowel" 

** It b brimful of brightness ; every page glistens and slides with 
the light of genius and reverent love. It brings out very distinctly the: 
striking characteristics of its subject." — From a review in the *^ Literary 
World" by one of Mr. Binney's most intimate friends. 

** Mr. Hood possesses qualifications for the task he has executed 
which are sure to give unquestionable interest to whatever he writes. 
He does not set himself to a work for which he has had no preparation. 
Thus these chapters, rapidly thrown off as they are, contain not the 
hasty impressions and opinions of a day, but an expression of judgment 
and a narration of facts, the materials for which have been accumiuating 
during a good part of a lifetime. It faithfully presents to us the linea- 
ments of one who was in many respects the foremost Nonconformist 
minister of our time, traced with no common skill, and with much rever- 
ence and love." — En^^lish Independent. 

"A rapid, genial biography, critical in some degree, and anecdotal in 
large measure. — " Congregationalist" Boston, United States. 

*' Full of eloquent quotations, racy anecdotes, stirring facts, and 
glances at contemporary history, affording a somewhat comprehensive 
view of the great ecclesiastical conflicts which have taken place during the 
last half century." — Primitive Methodist. 

"Mr. Hood has a ^phic pen, and has here a theme on which he 
writes with loving admiration." — Freeman. 

THORNYCROFT HALL: Its Owners and 

its Heirs. By Emma Jane Worboise. An incomparable 
Family Story, and especially suitable for Young Women. With 
a finely-executed Steel-Plate Engraving of the Authoress. Eighth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

" It is such a tale as will be read with pleasure, even by those who may 
not perceive its deeper meaning." — Daily News. 

UNDER THE SHADOW. A Text and a 

Poem for Every Day in the Year. With a Remarkable 
Biographical Preface by Marianne Farningham, Crown 
.8vo, cloth, 2/6 

" The compiler is an invalid, who was attacked by disease while yet a 
girl, and has, with few intervals, been confined to the sick room for a period 
of twenty years ; yet one who knows her well thinks few lives have been sa 
brif^t as hers : God has not only blessed her« but has made her a blessing ta 
Q>^Siia%,"— Methodist Recorder.. 
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VIOLET VAUGHAN ; or, The Shadows of 

Wameford Grange. By Emma Jane Worboise. Crown 8vo, 
doth. 5/- 

" One of the best, of this author's tales. The interest never flags.** — 
Freeman. 
(( 

arrant 



' There is more of plot than the writer generally introduces, and it is 
iged with eonsummate skilL" — English Independent. 



WHAT OF THE NIGHT? A Temperance 

Tale of the Times. By Marianne Farningham. Crown 8vo, 
Illuminated Cover, i/- 

V^HY OUGHT NOT THE STATE TO 

GIVE RELIGIOUS EDUCATION ? By the Rev. J. G. 
Rogers, B.A. 6d. 

WITHIN THE WICKET GATE; or, Be- 
ginning to Live for Christ. A Book for Young (Christians. By 
the Rev. Robert Tuck, B.A. Royal i6mo, cloth. 1/6 

WORDS TO GIRLS. By Ettie Baldwin 
Brown. 3</. 

W^ORLrDLrlNESS. By the Rev. John Foster, 

of Claylands Chapel. 6^/1 

WORSHIP OF BACCHUS, The, a Great 

Delusion. Illustrated by Drawings, Diagrams, Facts, and 
Figures. 2/- 
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PRICE SEVEN SHILUNGS AND SIXPENCE. 

ANGLICAN CHURCH PORTRAITS. By the Rev. J. GxiinnesB 
Rogers, B.A. 

CARLYLB, THOMAS. By the Rev. E. Paxton Hood. 



PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS. 

ANDREW MARVEL AND HIS FRIENDS. A Story of the Siege 
of Hull By Marie Hall. Second Edition. 

BESSIE GORDON'S STORY. By Maggie Symington. 

CANONBURY HOLT. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

CHRISTENDOM AND THE DRINK CURSE. By the Rev. 
Dawson Burns, M.A. 

CHRYSTABEL; or, Clouds with Silver Linings. By Emma Jane 
Worboise. 

ELLEN CLINTON ; or, The Influence of a Loving Spirit. A Story 
for Young Women. 

EMILIA'S INHERITANCE. A Sequel to *VMr. Montmorency's 
Money." By Emma Jane Worboise. 

FATHER FABIAN, the Monk of Malham Tower. By Emma Jane 
Worboise. A Story of Jesuit Intrigue. 

FORTUNES OF CYRIL DENHAM. By Emma Jane Worboise. 
New Edition. 

GREY AND GOLD. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

HARRY CHALGRAVE'S LEGACY. By Catherine Drew. Illustrated 
with Four Wood Engravings. 

HOUSE OF BONDAGE, The. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

HUSBANDS AND WIVES. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

LADY CLARISSA. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

MARGARET TORRINGTON ; or, The Voyage of Life. By Emma 
Jane Worboise. 

MARRIAGE'S PEW-RENT REGISTER ; or, The Church Treasurer's 

Complete Record of Accounts. 

MERTONSVILLE PARK ; or, Herbert Seymour's Choice. By the 
Author of •' Ellen Clinton." 

MILLICENT KENDRICK; or, The Search after Happiness. By 
Emma Jane Worboise. Fourth Edition. 

MR. FAVERSHAM'S NEW YEAR'S GUEST. By the Author of 

" EUen Clinton " and " Mertonsville Park." 
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FIVE SHILLINGS— Conf^^^^' 
MR. MONTMORENCVS l^n^'^^' By Emma Jane Worboise. 
NOBLY BORV ^ay Emma Jane Worboise. 

^j ^ jsrK WESTWOOD ; or, Overcoming the World. By Emma Jane 
Worboise. 

OVERDALrE: The Story of a Pervert. By Emma Jane Worboise. 
Sixth Edition. 

ROMANCE OF BIOGRAPHY. By the Rev. E. Paxton Hood. 

ST. BEETHA'S ; or, The Heiress of Ame. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

SINGLEHURST MANOR. A Story of Country Life. By Emma Jane 
Worboise. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOONS WITH JESUS ; or, Bible Readings on the 
Life of Christ. By Marianne Farningham. 

THE OTHER SIDE OF THINGS. By the Rev. Wickham Tozer. 

THORNYCROFT HALL: Its Owners and its Heirs. By Emma Jane 
Worboise. Eighth Edition. 

VIOLET VAUGHAN ; or, The Shadows of Wameford Grange. By 
Emma Jane Worboise. 



PRICE FOUR SHILLINGS, 

LEAVES FROM ELIM. By Marianne Farningham. Gilt edges, 4/6 



PRICE THREE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE: 

CATHEDRAL'S SHADOW, The. By Marianne Farningham. Gilt 
edges, 4/- 

DARWIN, CARLYLE, AND DICKENS. With Other Essays. By 
Samuel Davey, F.R.S.L., &c. 

GILBERT AND OTHER POEMS. By Marianne Farningham. Third 
Edition. Gilt edges, 4/- 

OOLDEN LANE: Ouaint Adventures and Life Pictures. By G. H olden 
Pike. With fall-page Illustrations. 

HEARTSEASE IN THE FAMILY. By Emma Jane Worboise. 

OLD THOUGHTS FOR NEW TIMES : Sermons on the Epistle to 
the Galatians. By the Rev. Samuel Pearson, M.A., Minister of Great 
George Street Chapel, Liverpool. 
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THREJi, sur LUNGS AND SIXPENCE-^ ConHnued. 

'''^*' "vfo^S?"^^' «->Keep.^UpApp,^^ By Emma Jane 

OUR SOCIAL RELATIONSHIPS AND LIFE lr« .rkw^nM t> 
the Rev. William Bradkn» Author of " The Beautifttl Glefi^Jf '* * ^^ 

PROFIT AND LOSS. A Tale for Young People. By Mrs. Emma 
Raymond Pitman. 

SELF-FORMATION. By the Rev. E. Paxton Hood. A New Edition, 

carefully revised. 

SKETCHES OF GREAT MODERN PREACHERS. By the Rev. 

W. DoRLiNG, of Woodford. 

THOMAS BINNEY. By the Rev. E. Paxton Hood. Fifth Thouaand. 



PRICE THREE SHILLINGS. 

FELICIA'S DOWRY. By Maggie Symington. 

MARRIED LIFE ; or. The Story of Philip and Edith. By Emma Jane 
WoRBOisB. Tenth Edition. Gilt edges, 3/6 

LECTURES ON PREACHING. By the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. 



PRICE TWO SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE. 

BEAUTIFUL GLEANER. A Hebrew Pastoral Story. By the Rev. 

William Bradbn. Third Edition. 

BOOK OF THE BUNYAN FESTIVAL. Large Paper Edition. 
Gilt edges, 5/- 

DIVINE CULTURE OF A HUMAN LIFE. By the Rev. W. 

Roberts, of Holloway. 

HYMNS, SONGS, AND POEMS. By Emma Jane VToilioise. 

JESSIE GORDON ; or, A Sunday Scholar's Influence. By the Author 

of " Cedar Creek," " The Pride of the Latymers," &c. 

LAYS AND LYRICS OF THE BLESSED LIFE. By Marianne 
Farningham. Eighth Thousand. 

LIFE SKETCHES AND ECHOES FROM THE VALLEY. By 
Marianne Farningham. Three Series. Gilt edges, 3/- 

LIGHTS AND LANDMARKS, for the Christian and Christ-Seeker. 
By the Rev. Arthur Mursell. 

NESSIE'S HERO. By Maggie Symington. Gilt edges, 3/- 

UNDER THE SHADOW. A Text afid a Poem for Every Day in 

the Year. With a Remarkable Biographical Preface by Marlanns 
Farningham. 



i 
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PRICE TWO SHILLINGS. 

FACE OF THE KING, The ; or, Seeing Jesus Man*s Greatest Pleasure 
and Gnmdest Occupation. By the Rev. J. Hiles Hitchkns. 

FURNACE, The ; or, Truths for Hours of Trial. By the Rev. J. Hiles 
Kitchens. Extra cloth, 3/6 

IVORSHIP OP BACCHUS, The, a Great Delusion. Illustrated by 
Drawings, Diagrams, Facts, and Figures. 



PRICE ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE. 

A DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH ; or, Christian Heroism in Humble 
Life. By the Rev. John Barfoot. Fourth Thousand. 

BOYHOOD. By Marianne Famingham. Gilt edges, a/- 

CHRISTIAN WORLD LEAFLETS. By Marianne Famingham. 
Also, "Christ our Song." By T. De Witt TAbMAGS. Per hundred. 

CLARENCE FAMILY; or, Brothers and Sisters. By Marianne 
Farningham. G^lt edges, 2/- 

DIVINE FOOTPRINTS IN THE BIBLE; or, Christian Evidences for 
Christian Youth. By Folland. 

GIRLHOOD. By Marianne Famingham. Thirteenth Thousand. Gilt 
edges, 2/- 

HEALTH AND HOME. By " A Quiet Woman." In handsome Illu- 
minated Cover. 

HOME LIFE. Twenty-nine Papers on Family Matters. By Marianne 
Farningham. Eighth Thousand. Gilt edges, 2/- 

I^ITTLE TALES FOR LITTLE READERS. By Marianne Far- 
ningham. Gilt edges, 2/- 

PRODIGAL SON, The. By the Rev. Dr. Morley Punshon. Cloth, gilt 
2/6 



REEDHAM DIALOGUES: A Doren Dialogues for Children. By 
John Edmbd, Head Master of the Asylum for Fatherless Children, Reed- 
nam, Croydon. 

SNOW QUEEN, The. By Maggie Symington. G^lt edges, a/- 

SPURGBON, The Rev. C. H. Twelve Realistic Sketches, taken at 
Home and on the Road. By A Travelling Correspondent. Cloth, 2/- 

SUNDAY SCHOOLS OF THE FUTURE. By Marianne Famingham. 
Gilt edges, 2/- 

WITHIN THE WICKET GATE; or. Beginning to Live for Christ. 
By the Rev. Robert Tuck, 6. A. 
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PRICE ONE SHILLING. 

A ROUND OP STORIES FOR THE CHRISTMAS FIRE. 

BROCK, WILLIAM, D.D. Life by the Rev. G. W. McCree. Fifth 
Edition. Cloth, x/6 

CHRISTIAN WORLD ANNUAL. 

CHURCH AND STATE. By the Rev. J. Baldwin Brown, B. A. 

DEACON PITKIN'S FARM, AND CHRIST'S CHRISTMAS PRE- 
SENTS. By Harriet Bsbchsr Stowe. 

DELL'S NEW YEAR. By Marianne Farningham. 

FUTURE PUNISHMENT. By the Rev. Joseph Angus, D.D. 

LARGER HOPE, The, for the Future of the Human Race. By the 

Rev. W. DORLING. 

MODEL TEACHER, AND THE TEACHER'S MODEL. By W. H. 
Grosbr. New Edition. 

MOODY'S LONDON DISCOURSES. Cloth, i/6 

PULPIT AND PEW : Their Duties to Each Other and to God. By the 
Rev. Dr. Morlby Punshon. Cloth, x/6 

SUMMER AND AUTUMN OF LIFE. By Marianne Famingham. 

SAYINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN: Wise, Witty, and Humorous. 

THE TWO BARTONS. A Gift-book for Boys at School. 

WHAT OF THE NIGHT? A Temperance Tale of the Times. By 
Marianne Farningham. 



PRICE SIXPENCE, 

ALBUM PORTRAIT OF EMMA JANE WORBOISE. 

BUSINESS IS BUSINESS. By Dr. Landels. 

BATTLE OF THE PETTICOATS, The. 

FILINGS OF GOLD. By George R. Howat, B.A. Second Edition. 

GOSPEL OF THE SON OF MAN, The. By the Rev. J. Baldwin 
Brown, B.A. 

HOW TO PUT DOWN RITUALISM. By Rev. J. G. Rogers, B.A. 

MORNING AND EVENING HYMNS FOR THE WEEK. By 
Marianne Farningham. 

SERMONS TO WORKING MEN. By the Revs. Dr. Stanley (Dean of 
Westminster), R. W. Dale, Samuel Martin, Edward White, Ihr. 
Hamilton, Dr. Allon, A. Mackbnnal, and Mark Wilks. 



BOOKS AND PERIODICALS, 29 



SIXPENCE^ConHnued, 

THOUGHTS ON CHRISTIAN WORK, AND ON OUR CHRIS> 
TIAN CONDITION. In Three Letters. 

WHY OUGHT NOT THE STATE TO GIVE RELIGIOUS EDU« 
CATION ? By the Rev. J. G. Rogers, B.A. 

WORLDLINESS. By the Rev. John Foster. 



PRICE FOURPENCE. 

EVERLASTING PUNISHMENT. By the Rev. John Jones. 
MY FATHER'S LIFE. By the Rev. J. De Kewer Williams. 



PRICE THREEPENCE. 

GREGARIOUS FOLLIES OF FASHION. By the Rev. J. Baldwin 
Brown, B.A. 

ROSE IN THE DESERT, The. By the Rev. J. De Kewer Williams. 
WORDS TO GIRLS. By Ettie Baldwin Brown. 



PRICE TWOPENCE, 

CATECHISM ON THE GOSPELS. By the Rev. J. Allansoo 

PiCTON, M.A. 

PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICES OP INDEPENDENTS. By the 
Rev. John Corbin. 
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f^MMA JaJ^E WoP^BOIgE'p Woi\Kp. 



Canonbury Holt. 

Chrystabel. 

Emilia's Inheritance. 

Father Fabian. 

Fortunes of Cyril Denham, The. 

Grey and Gold. 

House of Bondage, The. 

Husbands and Wives. 

Liady Clarissa. 

Margaret Torrington. 

Millicent Kendrick. 

Mr. Montmorency's Money. 

Nobly Born. 

Oliver Westwood. 

Overdale. 

St. Beetha's. 

Singlehurst Manor. 

Thornycroft Hall. 

Violet Vaughan. 

Uniform in size and price ^ crown 8vo, js. 



Heartsease in the Family. 3/6 
Our New House. 3/6 
Married Lrife. 3/- 
Hymns, Songs, and Poems. 2/6 
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JvIaF^IANJ^E pARJ^INQHAJVl'g Woi^K^. 



Boyhood. 1/6 

Cathedrars Shadow, The. 3/6 

Clarence Family, The. 1/6 

Dell's New Year, i/- 

Gilbert, and Other Poems. 3/6 

Girlhood. 1/6. 

Home Life. 1/6 

Lays and Lyrics of the Blessed Life. 2/6 

Leaves from Elim. 4/- 

Life Sketches and Echoes from the Valley. 

First Series. 2/6 

Life Sketches and Echoes from the Valley. 

Second Series. 2/6 

Life Sketches and Echoes from the Valley. 

Third Series. 2/6 

Little Tales for Little Readers. 1/6 

Morning and Evening Hymns for the Week. 6d. 

Summer and Autumn of Life, i/- 

Sunday Afternoons with Jesus. 5/- 

Sunday Schools of the Future. 1/6 

Under the Shadow. 2/6 

What of the Night ? i/- 
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THE CHRISTIAN /WORLD, a Newspaper for the 

Church and the Family, is read by at least three hundred thousands of people in 
Great Britain, and is also largely circulated in all the Colonies. A staff of most able 
writers, comprising Ministers and Gentlemen of the highest liteiary ability connected 
with the various Evangelical denominations, furnish lading Articles on uie Political 
and Social Topics of the Day, and on the chief Ecclesiastical Events. About six 
columns are weekly devoted to Tales, Sketches, attractive Essays, and Poet^, for 
reading in the Family Circle, written expressly for the Paper. Published on Thurs- 
day morning, price One Penny. Full reports of the leading Religious Anniversaries 
are published m the ** May Meeting Numbers." Extra Numbers are also devoted to 
Reports of the Half-yearly Congregational and Baptist Union Meetings. Five 
" Holiday Numbers '* are published — ^four in July and August, and one at Christmas, 
filled with Original Tales, Sketches, and Poetry. 

THE LITERARY WORLD is indispensable for 

any who would keep themselves abreast of current literature. Critical Reviews of 
£np;lish, French, and German works are contributed by competent writers, and prove 
an important aid in the judicious selection of books : while the interesting and varied 
selection of extracts is rendering good service in popularising high-class literature, 
and diffiinng a taste for healthful and instructive residing. It has a weekly circula- 
tion of many thousands. Thursday morning, price id. ; also in monthly parts, price 
6d. Half-yearly Volumes, 4s. each. Cases for binding, is. 6d. Portfolios, as. 4d. 

THE CHRISTIAN WORLD PULPIT : A perfect 

Household Magazine for Sunday Reading. Each number contains three or more 
Sermons by the most eminent Ministers of the day, belonging to churches of various 
denominations. In addition to the Sermons, several pages are occupied with miscel- 
laneous Articles adapted to afford interest and instruction to the Family and the 
Sunday-school. Wednesday morning, price id. ; also in Monthly Parts, price 6d. ; 
Half-yearly volumes, 4s. 6d. Vol. I., 55. Cases for Binding, xs. 6d.; Paraolios, ss. 

THE CHRISTIAN WORLD MAGAZINE : A 

Magazine di the best order of Literature for Christian Families. ^ Eighty pages demy 
8vo. On the ajth of each month, price 6d. ; Yearly Volumes, price 7s. Cloth cases 
for binding the volumes, price is. 

HAPPY HOURS : A Family Journal for the Young. 

It consists of Tales, Sketches, Essays, and Poetry. Several pages of every number 
are filled with Stories for Children. Tuesday morning, price id. i also in Monthly 
Parts, price 6d. ; in Yearly Volumes, price 6s. Cases, is. 6d. 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL TIMES consists of 

stimulative Essays, Model Lessons, Addresses. Original Tales by Popular Writers, 
and a great variety of Miscellaneous Readings, both tor the School and the Home. 
Wednesday morning, price One Halfpenny ; aJso in Monthly Parts, price 3d. ; and 
in Half-yearly Volumes, price is. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH INDEPENDENT : Represents, 

Illustrates, and Vindicates the Principles of Con^egationalism^ and enforces the 
claims of its Institutions. Theological and Ecclesiastical Questions of vital interest 
to the Free Churches, and to the Independents in particular, are freely dealt with in 
its pages. Thursdav afternoon, price 4d. Annual Subscription, post free to any part 
of tne United Klngdon, 30s. 

THE ALLIANCE NEWS : The Organ of the United 

Kingdom Alliance. It is a complete Record of Events bearing on the Temnerance 
Question in all its aspects, and contains Tales and Sketches illustrative <^ tne mis- 
chiefs occasioned by strong drink. Friday morning, price id. 
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